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TELE
Canadian Literary Journal,
A MONTHLY MAGAZINE OF TWENTY-FOUR PAGES,

DEVOTED TO ORIGINAL CANADIAN LITERATURE,

Embracing Sketches, Stories, History, Reviews, Essays, Poetry,
Music and general Literature.

The fostering and upbuilding of a native Canadian Literature, is the object of
the proprietors in publishing the Jouwrnal, hence we appeal all the more earnestly to
all Canadians to give us every support.

On our staff of Contributors we have many of the best writers in the Dominion,
as well ag foreign Correspondents and Contributors. The articles are all interesting
and instructive, and no effort will be spared to render the Journal worthy a place
among the best periodicals of the doy.

'The Journal should be in every household in the Dominion.

To increase our now extensive circulation we have concluded to offer the fo llcw
ng Preyivus to those getting up clubs.

Let each one of our readers endeavour to get up a Club, small or large!

To any one sending in five new subscriptions to the Journal at 75 cents each
we will forward them any of the following books valued at 75 cents :—

Chases Recipes. ! Shakespeare’s Poems complete.
Tales of the Covenanters. Robinson Crusoe.
Tennyson’s Poems. Milton’s Paradise Lost.

To any one sending in seven new subscriptions at 75 cents each, we will for-
ward any one of the following books, valued at $1.00 :—

Ten Thousand Wonderful Things. One of any of the following Poets :

The Family Doctor. Burns, Byron, Longfellow, Shakespeare.
Beautiful Patent Album. Female Biography.

Dewart’s Songs of Life. Th eDominion Accountant.

To any one sending us ten new names we will forward any of the followin
books, valued at §1.50 :—

Motley’s Dutch Republic. Inquive Within.

McGee's History of Ireland. Ingoldsby Legends.

New Lute of Zion. The Queen’s Book.

John Reade’s Poems. Hamilton’s Outlines of Philosophy

To any one sending us in 15 new subscriptions at 75 cents each, wo will
ward any of the following books, valued at $2.00 :—

Eliza Cook’s Poems. Biography of Celebrated Canadians.
Sunday Magazine, 1871. Haverty’s History of Ireland. -
Ontario Cabinet Lawyer. lCarlyle’s, Macaulay’s, Jeffrey’s or Wil-

son’s Issays.
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To any one sending us 20 new subscriptions at 75 cents each, we will forward
any of the following valuable books worth $3.00 :—

MecMullen’s History of Canada.
F. W. Robertson’s Complete Sermons.
Large Family Bible.

To any one sending us 25 new qub%cmptlons at 75 cents each, we wlll forward
any of the followm« valuable books worth $5.00 :—

Chas. Dickens’ Comp. Works, 17 vols.

Bancroft's History of the United
States, 5 vols.

Carlyle's Lsuays, vols. .

Wesley’s Sermons, 3 vols.
Macaulay’s History of England, complete.
Spurgeon’s Sermons, 2 vols.

Chambers’ Information for the People, 2
large vols.
Haydn S chtlomuy of Dates.

To any one sending us 50 new subscriptions, we will forward auy one of the
following Premiums valued at $10.00:—

A beautiful English Watch—Hunt- | Allison’s History of Earope, 8 vols.
ing Case. Webster's Unabridged Dictionary:
‘Worcester's Unabridged Dictionary. * IBarnes’ Notes on New Testament,
Lippincott’s Universal Gazetteer. complete.

To any one sending in 100 new subseriptions, we will forward any of the follow-
ing valuable Premiums valued at $20.00 :—

A Lady’s Fine Gold Watch. A. Fine Hunting Case Russell Watch.
Chambers’ Encyclopedia, 10 vols, Clarke’s Commentary, 6 vols.
value, 25.00 I

The foregoing list of Premiums will be carefully selected and forwarded im-
mediately to any part of the Dominion or the United States, on receipt of subscrip-
tions.

This is an excellent opportunity to procure valuable books, as nearly any one
can raise a club in his neighbourhood, and will thus assist in bullding up
such a journal as our growing Dominion requires.

Regular Subscription price is as follows :

Single nu*nber, per annum, in the Dominion,............ $0 75

« “ & “ United States, ....... 100

« “ b « “ Great Britain,....... 4 shillings.
Foraclub of 10, ...cooiiiiiniiniiiiiiiiiniiin 7 00

“ “o 20, e e e 13 50

Those who pay for Clubs, as well as single subseribers, will bear in mind that 6
cents must be added for postage, and all subscriptions must be paid in advance.

Ali communications, business or otherwise. to be addressed to

FLINT & VAN NORMAN,

PRroPRIETORS “ CANADIAN LITERARY JOURNAL,”

W. H. ¥uNt,’ © BOX 1472,
C. C. Vax NORMAN,

TORONTO, Oxa.

. -
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More than 3,000 Pages a Year.

o — .

LITTELL'S LIVING AGE

Deing published in weekly numbers of sixty-four pages each, gives to its readers
more than three thousand double-column octavo pages a year of the most valuable,
instractive and entertaining reading of the day. ¢ History, biography, fiction,
poetry, wit, science, politics, criticism, art,——what is not here?’  Itis theonly
compilation that presents with a satisfactory completencss us well as {reshuess, the
best lites ature of the almost innumerable and generaily inaccessible European
guarterlies, monthlies and weeklies,—a literature embracing the productions of the
ablest and most cultured writers living. It is thercfore indispensable to every one

who desires a ¢ therough compendium of all that is adimirable and noteworthy in

the literary world,” who has a taste for the best literature, or desires to keep pace
with theintellectual progress of the age.

Considering the quantity of reading matter furnished, the subscription price,
(88.00 a year) is very cheap ; hut for those whe desirve the cream of both home and
foreign literature, a still cheaper offer is made, of which the lovers of the best
literature, will avail themselves in great numbers: viz., for $10.00 remitted to the
publishers of Living dge, they will send that nagazine weekly, and either one of
the following, for a year, “Harper's Monthly,” « Weckly,” or “Bazaar,” “The
Atlantic Monthly,” “The Galaxy,” « Ol and New,” “ Lippincott’s Monthly,” or
“ Appleton’s Journal ” (weekly) ; or for $8.50, they will send T%e Living dge and
“The Riverside Magazine” or “ Qur Young Folks,” for a year.

The Living Age is pronounced by Rev. Henry Ward Beccher, 7%e Nation, New
York, and other high critical authority to be “the best of all our eclectic publica~
U, . . .
tions,” and we can do our readers no better service than by calling their careful at-
tention toit. PuprLisuep sy LITTELL & GAY, Bosrown.

DM SETEEETW AN,

WIIOLESALE IMPORTER OF
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Bocks, Jtationery and Faney Coods,

Al new Miscellancous Books received as soon as issued, and have always in stock a full
suppiy of all leading lines of Books, such as

7

Bibles, Prayers, Testaments, Medical, Text and Practice Books, Music Books, &c.
tationery and Fancy Goods of all kinds, National School and College Text Book Depot,

) 1, 8 and 8B St. Lawrence Arcade, Toronto.
Pul:” “ser of Orr’s Deminioon Accountant axd Copy Lines.

Shorihand! Shorthand!

A pew, easy, and much improved system The art thoroughly and practically
taught by MESSRS. HUMPHREY & SON, Reporters of London, England, and
Toronto. Pupils at a distance, by correspondence. City residents, in ten lessons.
at our studio, Room &, Mechanics' Institute; or “OUR SYSTEM,” in manuscript, with
every explanation, will be sent, on receipt of 82, by revarn mail. Address, Box
300, P.0O., Toronto.



NOTICES OF TIIE PRESS.

The following comprise a few of the hundreds of flattering mnotices <we have re-
ceived upon the extended numbers of the Journal, from the press throughout the
Dominion. A perusal of them is convineing proof that we are fulfilling our protes-
tations of rendering our Journal one of first-class merit.  While we are pleased to
notice the very encouraging and laudatory reception we have usually received
from the Canadian Press, we are more particularly gratified in knowing that the
Journal is now read with pleasure by thousands throughout this Dominion, and
abroad. In accord with our past endeavors no pains will still be spaved to enhance
the interest of the Journal, and place it on a mervitorious foooting with the best
foreign periodicals.

(The Globe, Toronto. )

It is a neatly got up work of twenty-four pages, published in magazine form and
devoted to original Cannlian Literature. Many of the nmunes of the authors ave
familiar and 1t is to be hoped that the publishers will be remunerated for the
enterprise displayed in publishing the Journal.

(Duily News, Montreal.)
‘We wish the proprietors cvery success in so worthy an undertaking.
( The Leader, Toronto,)

The November number of the Canadian Literary Jowrnal is by far the dest
issued. A beautiful picce of music with words appear in this present issue. Tho
articles arc all original, and of a kigh character, and will be vead with greai interest.
The Journal has been considerably enlarged, a sure sign of progress.

(T'he Canadian Hiustrated News, Montreal. )

We have received the Canadian Literary Journal, published by Flint & Van
Norman, Toronto. Its aim to encourage Canadian Literature is worthy, and we
wish it every success. It is of excellent value.

The Gazette, Montreal.)

The November No. is before us containing several interesting articles. We wish
the proprietors success in their enterprise. The Journal has been improved and
enlarged ax d there is no reason why it may not become a first-class magazine.

(The Jowrnal of Lducation, Toronto.)

We welcome the new Journal with sincere pleasure.  Its aim and purpose is
good. The numbers before us present an agrecable variety of original articles. We
wish the proprietors success.

(The Christian Guardian, Toronto.)

The Journal appears to be prospeving well, and while the articles are from the

pens of tho best Canadian writes it will commend itself to all Canadiaus.
(The Mercury, Guelph.)

Tne November No. of this Journal is to hand, considerably enlarged and jm-
proved. Its contents are cxclusively original, treating principally of Canadian
subjects, and we have no doubt it will become an established fact in Canadian
literature. :

In addition to the above commendatory notices we beg to gratefully acknowledge
the folowing :—

Ottawa Tines, St. Catharines T'imes, Conwlian Casket, Burrie Advance, Northern
Advocate, Owen Sound Times, Newmarket Fra, Mount orest Fxaminer, Lindsay
Post, Canada Scotsman, Listowel Bunner, Port Perry Standard, Peterborough
Zreview, Strathroy Age, Newmarket Couricr, Orangeville Sun, Bruce Reporter, Port
Elgin Iree Press ; IHerald, Montreal ; Lvening Star, Montreal; Z'ines, amilton ;
Spectator, Hamvilton, Chronicle, Whitby ; Expositor, Brantford, de.

*,% Send for Specimen Copy, gratis.
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REVENGE REPAID BY KINDNESS.
Continued from page 175.

BY ROBERT RIDGWAY, TORONTO.

CHAPTER V.

along, gradually descending the hill side
to the brook, a beautiful trout stream of
unpretentious volume, and limpid purity;
supplied by nuwmberless springs among
the hills; and meandering with gentle
murmur in its pebbly, rocky bed ; unless
when swollen with heavy rains, at which
time its turbid, beath, and moss stained
waters surge with rapid accumulation
from tributary torrents; and rush, and

The mountian brook with quiet murmuring bound among the huge granite boulders,

sound

Pursuesitsdownward course with playfulbound.
How strange ! when swollen with cloud-burst

sweeping shower,
Its tributary rills changed in an hour
To leaping, maddened torrents, pouring past
Their bubbling, frothing, turf stained waters,
fast.
The turgid, turbid, troubled, rushing stream
Now hoils, foams, gurgles, as its waters teem,
And rise, and spread, its margin swelling o'er,
Then leap some cataract with a thundering roar,
So human passions kept within contyrol,
Curbed, reined, and ruled by virbue in the soul,
May run a useful, honoured, noble course,
Aud dignify their great design and source,
But VENGEFUL PASsION, harboured in the breast,
Will prove, at best, a faithless, dangerous guest,
Break all restraint, perhaps, with fearful bound,
And scatter moral ruin all aronnd.

The Allegory.

The road, crossing the valley, near to
where the clough opens from it, winds

in their swift descent, with rarely an
eddy, but onward, forward, downwaxd,
hissing, boiling, foaming, they reach the
“WWash,” over which they plunge with a
harsh continuous, resounding roar, which
echoes along the hill sides; and dunn«
the stillniess of night is heard miles away
in the valley.

This cascude, named the ¢ Wash ” he-
canse the shepherds, in that neighbour-
hood, take their sheep there to wash them,
preparatory to shearing, is formed by a
sudden narrowing of the vmllcy to a rocky
passage, per lups six yards acress, and
with a precipitous fall of about twentv
feet. A rustic bridge, composed of a
single, broad, 1oufrhly h(,wn, oak plank,

with 2 hand rail was thrown across the
chasm immediately over the fall. This
not oaly facilitated the crossing of the
brook, but saved to the foot passenger, a
considerable detour, which those travel-
ling by conveyance or on horse back had

to make below the fall. The foot bridge



194

THE CANADIAN LITERARY JOURNAL.

in question, was not considered either so
good or safe, as could be desired ; especi-
ally on dark, stormny nights ; and it had

long been in contemplation to put up a'

more convenient and substantial strue-
ture.

The Lord of the Maor was bound, by
the terms of the lease, to supply all neces-
sary material for such imprevements, and
the steward had promised to suppiy them
to Mr. Purdee, as the principal lessee,
whenever they were reguired. But the
work had been deferred from time to
time, owing, professedly, to the hridge
being so little used, but in veality, to an
unaccountable dislike to make any changes
which were not absolutely necessary.

The wild romantic character of the
roads and foot-paths among these hills is
quite in keeping with the geneval sceuery,
and seems to preclude any attempt at re-
gularity.

A stranger attempting to cross these
wilds, will almost certainly become be-
wildered among the numeroussheep-tracks
and beaten foot-paths, crossing, winding,
turning, now ascending, anon descending ;
at one time the view becoming suddenly
contracted to the limits of a small deep
glen, down the side of which the traveller
winds, to reascend 2 sinuous incline, at
the top of which the climber attains some
commanding eminence where Lursts upon
the view an immense vista of variegated
picturesque, romantic scenery ; heightened
in its effects by the influence of light and
shadow, tint, colour and aerial perspec-
tive.

Heath, and moor, and rock, and hill,
Vale, and stream, and cof, a ¢ mill,
Barn, and grange, and house, and hall,
Lane, and hedge, and stile, and wall,
Cow, and sheep, and h rsc, and ass,
IHerb, and flower, and grain, and grass,
Manse, and church, and bridge, and nook,
Tree and tower, and wood, and brook,
Light, and shade and ficld, and lea,
Sky, and air, and earth, and sea,

Form one strange, grand sight to see.

Hills, vales, woods, plantations, parks,
pastures, moorland, swamp, glistening
river, silvery brook, all lying in the play
of sunshine or shrouded in transient sha-
dow, Here and there on the hill sides

ave dotted a few houses, a hamlet or vil-
lage, while crowning the summit of some
iswelling eminence, “beautiful for situa-
tion,” is a parish church, with its grave
tyard :—where,

Sacred in death’s repose, now sleep

The honoured, and unhonoured dead.

At the base of the hill is the town,
famed, perhaps in history, but remarkable
chiclly for its irvegularity of plan and
|architecture.  Away in the extreme dis-
rtance may be seen the cloud like simoke
of theusands of chimneys, hovering like
an Iimmense canopy, over the manufactur-
ing towns. The gazer may picture the
hum and bustle of the busy warts, the
rattle, clatter, and tramp of the crowded
streets, the roar aud din of the engines
and machinery, but to his external ear
the scene is silent. It may be, howeves,
that while an involuntary pause is thus
made to look aronnl on varied natuve
and the work of man, the ear will be
captivated by a pleasing medly of sweet
sounds, so blended and softened by the
distance as to destroy in a great measure
their dissonance. Sometimes the pealing
bells of a distant steeple, the boom of a
mill race, the bleating of sheep, the low-
ing of cattle, the barking of dogs, with
their sounds, will be heard ll blending,
swelling or cadenst, as wafted to or from
the observant, listening wayfarer. But
it is not always summer or sunshine among
these hills; and should the traveller hap-
pen to be caught in some dense mist, or
sudden storm o” snow, it will require all
his sagacity, <.« when acquainted with
the locality, to keep his way ; bub should
e be a stranger his only chance is to
make for the nearest house, if he cun do
this before his view is shut in ; as often 1%
will be in a few minutes.

As to crossing the moors during the
night, in the dark, it is entively out of
the question. Wyatt was well aware of
these things, from constant and long ex-
perience ; the countvy through wbich he
had to pass, if he crossed the moors to
Hob Cross, was singularly wild and dif-
ficult, and to him comparatively unknown,
so that it was but a matter of common
prudence to seek for the company of one
better acquainted with that part of the
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country than he was.

was going. It was about three o’clocl
in the afternoon, and the shades of even

ing were already gathering in the valleys
when Wyatt and Jim Snarr arvived at

the Pablic IHouse, called the “Red Bull,

in the extraordinavy collection of irregu-

larities ealled “ Hob Cross.”

Here Wyatt found the men he had
come to see, waiting for him ; and while
they sat in the bav-room, talking over
their business, and, as they called it
“ wetting their whistles,” with occasional
draughts of beer, a man came into the

room and seated himself aé another table.
During the conversation Wyatt observed,
on being pressed to further potations,

that he had to go home that night, that
the roads were neither the smoothest nor

straightest, and that he must be making
his way shovter now his business was
done, and he had another place to call at
on his way home.
“What road do you go by?’ enquired
one of the company.
“ By the ‘Brook’ through the ¢ Brushes’
o'er ‘Holl Head’ and through th’ ‘Bank,””
answered Wyatt,
* Jolly,” said the man “ that’s a rough
road, and it gives promise of being a rough
‘ neet.’”
‘While the men were thus talking the
stranger at the other table, had cast fur-
tive glances at the party ; and on Wyatt
remarking that he must be going, he
drank his beer and lef the room. Wyatt
had not noticed the man on his entrance,
in fact as he was seated he could not see
him without turning round on the beuch.
Jim Snarr, however, noticed him particu-
larly, for where Le sat he had a full view
of him, and felt certain he had seen him
somewhere before ; while trying to call to
mind where or when he had seen him,
the man left the room. Assoon ashehad
left, and before he was out of the house,
Jim enquired who the man was, and was
inforned that he was a farmer who lived
two or three miles away, and was most
likely returning from market. The far-

Besides these con-
siderations, there were reasons, ab which
he hinted, when he spoke of certain cha-
ractors ¢ not over nice,” who lived in the
neighbourhood of the village to which he

went to the stable, and mounting a stout,
handsome cob, rode away at a brisk trot
towards @ distant valley. Here, nestled
in a nook, was the farn-house to which
Le was apparently going, and from the
:[ueighing of the horse us he appronched, it
-{was evidently their home. Upon ar-
riving at the house a lad came out and
led away the horse to the stable.

After tea the man smoked, and chat-
ted with his family, and then saying he
thought he would have a waik, he put on

areat coat and went to the stable.  Iis
oy, et in visiting the stable was not to
get liis horse, for after sceing that he was
properly cared for, he looked around the
stable and from a corner, took up a small
iron bar, called & “crow” and started
across the hill. There had been a little
snow during the day, but as the evening
closed in the wind rose and the ciouds
gave promise of a much heavier fall.  The
pace at which tho farmer travelled indic-
ated excellent wind, and well trained
muscle, for he searcely varvied his pace
until he reached the top of the hill which
Wyatt had called ¢ Holl Head.” Here
he stopped for a short time, as if to deli-
berate about something, lefore continuing
his journey. It was nov quite dark, but
not late, and the snow had commenced to
fall much faster. Instead of keeping in
the cart track, he had deen following, he
now climbed tbe wall, snd kept under its
shelter down the face of the hill. The
man might have two reasons for doing
this, or at the least on2 of two, to shorten
the distance, by cuttiag off a considerable
bend in the road, or to avoid a farm-house,
through the yard of which the road ran.
His manner plainly indicated that the
latter was the reason which influenced
him in leaving the road, for just below
the house he re-ertered the road, down
which he continuel until he came to the
toot-path which led to the bridge over the
“ Wash.” ;

Had it been in the day time, during
hours of light ard ordinary business, the
man’s own mainer, on arriving at the
bridge, would have conveyed the impres-
sion that he had some special interest in
its construction or removal. Both ends
of the structure were carefully examined,

mer as he was called, on leaving the Inn,

at least so far ss the darkness woul? per-
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mit. He brushed away the snow, and
with his “crow-bar” foreed up some of
the stones, at that end of the hridge near-
est the way he hod come. He next care-
fully lowered himself from the top to the
ledze of rock, about five or six fort below, |
upon which the wall supporting the end
of th bridge, was built.  This ledge pro-
jeeted sufliziently tv give ample room for
movement ; so bhat by standing here, he
couid with mueh greater faciliby operate
upon the wall: for that such was his inten-
tion was quite apparent from his move-
ments. The work was evidently much
more difficult than he had snticipated,
for after verv severe labiour, he had but
succeeded in removing a few stones from
the upper portion of the wall un one side
of the bridge. He tried to ruise the
heavy plank from its position sv that by
a sudden push he could, when he wished,
precipitate the structure into the chaunel
bolow. Ile st far succeeded, ultimately,
as to feel by severe effort he could give
the plank a swaying motion. So great
and continuous had been his exertion,
that he had not felt the keen, biting, snow
laden blasts, which swept through the
chasm. The severe muscular strain had
almost exhansted his strength ; he took
oft his heavy cloth cap to wipe away the
sweat which poured from his head, and
leaned against the wall to vest. A feel-
ing of faintuess came over him, a dizziness
in the head, accompanied by torpor in his
right side. Ie munaged, as this feeling
stole over him, to cronch iuto a sitting
posture, leancd his haad back into a cavity
of the wall or rock, aad lost consciousness
of all avound. 1Le wasstricken, smitten,
by an nnseen hand, with hemiplegia,
paralysis of tho righs side! The snow
flakes came broader and faster, swiftly,
silently, and continuously they fell ; and
very sonn the senseless form was covered
thick with the driving shower; shrouded
with a treacherous mantle ; an emblem of
purity covering an embodiment of vile pas-
stons !

Time passed, and at Ingth there was
a movement of the left arm; the lips
moved, opened, and the s1ow, which had
gathered about the closed mouth, fell in-

ward, moistening and coolng the dry lips

!

the inanimate man. His eyes opened.
a languid groan followed, and the now
couscious, but still helpless man looked
upward. A sense of his nmminent peril
of condition, position and civcumstances,
rushed  before his mind:  completely
helpless ! erouched upon the ledge of a
precipice! and in jinminent danger of
freezing from exposnre to the storm.
These were the stern, startling facts,
which stared him in the fice; but these
were not all.  Why had he come there?
What was his puvpose in travelling over
miles of moor? His conscience was suf-
ficiently instructed to answer these ques-
tions to his own bitter condemmnation.
The certainty that alive or dead, deteciion
of his villany must ensue; and if living,
the shame and mortitication conserjuent
upon an exposure of his cowrdly, revenge-
ful design j—these arend circuimsiances,
standing in fearful array, at onee, and
with vivid distinctness overwhelmed him
with mental anguish; and he groaned
aloud. He almost wished himself lying
a stiffenced corpse among the rocks below ;
but he feared to die ! He thought of his
past life, of his wife and family, of what
people would say about him, and what
they might do. How quick and perfect
in its action was his memory? Ahnost
all his actions and motives had assumed
new forms, new dress, new colours.
Hideous mockery! dark, repulsive, un-
bearable. A shudder of indescribable,
unutterable, horror, woe and despair,
rushed npon him ; took possession of his
mind ; he attempted to pray ; but could
think of no form, but the “ Pater noster”
of his infancy, which he was endeavour-
ing to recall, as he remembered he had
said it, when a child, kneeling beside his
mother. e had repeated  which art in
heaven,” and involuntarily he looked up-
ward ; the falling snow, the cloudy sky,
the dark line of plank fringed with snow
wreaths met his gaze ; will he listen fo
my prayer was the thonghi, the question,
whicharrested hisutterance; thusengaged,
a moving object upon the plank arrested
his attention; it wascoming towards him
with feeble utterance he cried, «help.”
The answer to his call was a sharp, short
bark. The dog, for such the object was,

and mouth, and thus assisting to revive

stopped, looked down, and snuffed at him.
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The man with carnest, anxious gaze up-
ward, called “Spot.” There was a sud-
den movement in the snow ; and the re-
sponse to his call was another bark of
recognition.

“Spot,” the man now said, ‘fetch some-
body, Hpot.”  Again the snow was dashed
aside, and Spot started on his ervand as
fast as he could go.

(70 be Continued.)

A PAGE FROM CANADIAN
HISTORY.

THE STORMING OI' FORT NIAGARA.

BY JAMES IIOLMES.

The Capture of Fort Niagara, on the
19th of Decemnber, 1813, was one of the
most suceessful exploits recorded in the
annals of mit*tary achievement.

The enemy had succeeded on the 27th,
of the previous month of May, in getting
possession of Fort George, (the British
military post, nearly opposite Fort Niag-
ara,) by landing on overwhelining force
nuder cover of the guns of Ii's squadroon ;
which anchored as near the shore as pos-
sible, and swept the plain amound Fort
George and the adjoining village of New-
ark, (the present Niagara,) with showers
ofshot. A most determined resistance
was offered by thirteen headred men,
(regulars and militia,) under Major Gen-
eral Vincent, but twas no avail.  In fact,
the wonder is, that any effort should have
been made to repel the encmy, advancing
as he did under cover of an iron shower
no rampart of human bodies could resist.

After this, the enemy held possession
of the place till the 12th December fol-
lowing, when they crossed the river to
their own side, previously destroying the
village of Newark ; delivering up to the
flames the houses and property of the
unoffending inhabitants, under civeum-
stances of great and unnecessary cruelty.

The weather had been unusually severce
for several days previous, to the 10th
December, and every one here knows
what o Canadian winter is. Towards

conveyed to the inhabitants of the inten-
tion to bure the village.  They could not
believe it true, but they were soon con-
vineed, by the appearance of the incendi-
avies.  Men, women, and children, hud-
deled together outside their dwellings,
saw tho torch of the brutal enemy applied
and theiv all destroyed j--houseless, they
wandered as best they could for shelter
from cold and want. It must have beena
Lireadful seene ; many hundreds of old

qaad infirm men (for all the young and
rable-bodied -had  taken arms and were
away)—these old and infirm men, and
women with their children and grand-
rehildren, wandering from their  burng
homes, over snow and in darkness, to the
nearest farm-houses.

It wag a desperately cruel and wanton
act. The cotumanding officer declared he
had orders to destroy the place from the
Secretary of War, but the latter denied
it. The excuse for the atrocity was, to
prevent the British troops, who were then
apidly advancing, from finding shelter,
but it is entively insufficient.

Bitterly did the enemy vepent the act,
(although it was not the first of the kind
he had committed—he had, during the
summer, destroyed the village of Nt
David’s) bitterly did he vepent it, and
dearly did he pay for it. In three short
weeks from the night when the flames of
Newark reddened the sky, the whole of
the enemy’s frontier from Iirie to Ont-
ario was black with smoxing ruins; not
a house was left standing : fire and sword
swept away both populations and habi-
tations ; and in August of the following
year, when the British army tovk pos-
session of Washington, Newark was not
forgotten.

Major General Vincent, then posted at
Burlington Heights, having heard of var-
ious wanton acts and proceedings of the
American General and forces at Forg
Greorge and in its neighbourhood, detach-
ed Colonel Murray of the 100th Repi-
ment, with 400 men of his own corps vo-
wards the enemy ;j—who abandoned the
ground as he advanced. The following
despateh from Colonel Murray to General

pightfall on that day, notice was first

Vincent, will explain more fully :—
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Porr Georcr, Dec. 1%th, 1813.

Sir,—Having obtained information that the
encrny had determined on driving the country
between Fort George and the advance, and
was carrying off' the loyal part of the inhabi-
tants, notwithstanding the inclemency of the
season, I deemed it my duty to make a rapid
and forced march towards him with the light
troops under my command, which not only
frustrated his designs, but compelled him to
evaceate Fort George, by precipitately crossing
the river, and abandoning the whole of the
Niagara Frontier. On learning our approach,
he aid the town of Newark in ashes, passed
over his cannon and stores, but failed in an at-
tampt to destroy the fortifications, which are
evidently so much sirengthened whilst in his
:ssion, as might have enabled General
McCiure (the commanding officer) to have
rintained a regular siege; but such was the
appareat panic, that he left the whole of his
tends sianding. 1 trust the indefatigable exer-
tions of this hamlful of men have rendered an
essential service to the country, by rescuing
from 2 merciless enemy the inhabitants of an
extensive and highly cultivated tract of land,
stored with caiile, grainand provisions of every
description ; and it must be an exnltation to
them to find themselves delivered from the
oppression of a lawless banditti, composed of
the disafiveted of the country, organized under
direct influence or the Ainerican Government,
who carried terror and dismay into every
family.

I have the honor to be,
&e., &e.,
J. Mtrray, Colonel.
To Major Gencal Vineent,
&, &, &e.

The description given in the last pava-
graph of the despateh, of the banditti by
whom the ocutrages of the inhabitants
wera chiefiy perpetiated, aflords melancho-
Iy proof of the intensity of hatred engend-
ered belween residants of the same coun-
try, and neighbours, by political differ-
ences. A portion of the American army
consisted of a corps named the * Canadian
Volunteers,”—altogether composed of re-
sideuts of Canada, (but who chiefly had
been citizens of the United States.)
Many of them, no doubt, considercd that
the enemy would overrun the country,

T
.

and joined their ranks under that con-
viction ;—others did so from national pre-
dilections ; and perhaps not a few from
political or social animosities. But al-
though Colonel Murray alluded to that
band of villians as the lawless banditti
from whom the inhabitants of the country
had suftered so much violence and oppres-
sion, yet it must not be supposed they
were alone in such conduct. The enemy,
generally, wherever they appeared in
Canada, acted harshly and vindictively.
The consequence was, (for even women
and children were zealous to defeat and
destroy the enemy, as numerous facts
can testify,) almost every inhabitant of
the country, male or female, was animat.
ed against them by the fiexcest hostility,
—the most deadly animosity.

So intease and burning was the thirst
for vengeance, for the wanton barbarities
that had just been perpetrated upon them,
that the immediate invasion of the enemy’s
country was determined on. A

Colonel Murray,—a bold and enterpris-
ing officer,—conceived the project of car-
rying the strong fort of the enemy at
Niagara by a coup de main, a1 1 arrange-
ments werz immediately made for that
purpose. The Americans, when they
fled from Fort George, had removed all
the boats they could collect, and it was
necessary to bring others from Burlington
Bay.—To conceal the project from the.eye
of the enemy, who could swrvey every
movement, and all that was doing on the
Canadian shore, the boats were not brought
neaver than two to three miles from Fort
George, and from that point they were
transported by land from the lake to the
river, or rather, to a very deep ravine
about a mile from the Fort, where they
were seccretly deposited. This service
was handsomely effected by Captain Ker-
by, a military officer, notwithstanding
the inclomency of the weather and had-
ness of the roads. A suflicient number
of batteaux were thus collected for the
enterprise. It was the intention to have
made the attempt during the night of the
1Gth, and accordingly the men werc under
arms at midnight, near the ravine where
the boats were,—but after waiting an
hour or so, an order was received to turn
the men in again. - Again the next night,
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at the same hour, they were again under
arms, and after a long delay were a second
time ordered to twxn in. These disap-
pointments caused a good deal of murmur-
ing among the men. It savoured of great
indecision, which soldiers have a strong
dislike to, and not without good reason,
for men Lnownw their lives to be in the
hands of their L‘omnmndel, becomnoe na-
turally greatly dissatistied and out of
humour at any symptom of irresolution.
It was 50 on the night in question, par-
ticularly the sccond night, when many
observations were made by the mnen, in
an under voice, nut very flattering to the
chief—about harrassing the men—not
knowing his own mind—d&e., &e.

It afterwards transpired that the cause
of the first delay was, that, at the last
mowment, it was considered, the number
of boats was insuflicient, and the second
night, General Dr ammond having arrived
at Fort George, wished to mspeci; person-
ally the arrangements and the foree to be
employed. The night of the 18th arrived,
and again at the dead hour of midnight,
the troops werz under arms, but this time,
there was no order to turn in.  The bat-
teaux had been all launched into the river,
ab o spot directly facing the site of the
present village of Youngstown; and the
river being little more than half a mile
wide at thib pulm, the operation had to
be performed witlh: the utmost care, so that
no unusual noise should alarm the enemy.
It was subsequently ascertained that the
Americans had cither received an intima-
tion of the infendion to cross the river on
the night of the 16th or 17th, for on both
those nights they had been on the alert,
or else that, having recovered from the
panic which had produced their hurried
flight from Fort George, and considering
there was no longer any fear of a visit
from the British, they became careless;
for, whilst it is certain that they Lept
"ood watch and guard on the nights of
the 16th and 17th, it is equally certain
that, on the night of the 18th, they neg-
lected to do so. It was most fortunate
after all, that the men had, been turned
in on the nights of the 16th and 17th,—
although, at the time, it was considered
S50 pestxlont a bore.

The scerecy with which the expedition

was planned, was not more admirable
than the fidelity displayed by cvery nsan,
regular or irregular, on the Eiwish side
of the river ——fur not w suspicion scem:s
to have been entertained on the night of
the 18th, that the atlempt was to be made.
Not a desertion took place; no inhabitant
communicated with the enemy. The de-
sive for vengeance animated every breast,
to the exclusion of every other considera-
tion.

The troops destined for the cnterprise
consisted of a small detaclaveut of the
Royal Axtillery, the grenudicrs of the
Royal Scots, the fank cusupanies of the
41st, and the efivctive wen of the 160th
Regiment, amounting sitogether to near-
Iy 500 men.

Colonel Muwray’s quarters wete in &
farm-house near the ravine wiere the
batteaux were launchied, and aboutanheur
before the embarkation took j:lace, an
officer of the 41st, Licutenant Bullock,
having occasion to see him, entered the
room where he was. Lieutenant Dawscn,
of the 100th Regin:ent, the volunteer to
lead the forlorn-hope had entered a few
moments before. The following conversa-
tion took place Letween them :—

“What deseription of men have you
gol, Dawson, for the forlorn-liope? Can
you rely on them #’

#1 can, Coioncl,—I know every man
of them ; tho) can ll be dcyended on

“ Yes, yes,—Dawson,—I “Jare say that,
but what I meau is, sve they a desperate
set. Thefactis, I wautg fellows who have
no cousciences ; ior not a soul must live
between the Lunding-place and the fort!
The xe must be no alwm given the en-
emy.”

“They are just that description of men,
Colonel.”

Murray smiled upon his young officer,
and said no more.

At midnight, all the x»rep'nat\cm for
embarkation having baen made, the men
moved to the boats, “under strict injunction
not to open their lips, or make the slight-
est noise, and all embarked as stealihily
as so many house-breakers. An eddy ab
the point of embarkation, setup the river,
and this was taken advantage of to pro-
ceed noisclessly a mile or two up, before

using the oars to cross. The oars were
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muflied, and with scarcely a sound, that
body of resolute men sped over the swift
waters of the Niagara. The boats touch-
ed the shore a little below the Five-mile
deadows, about three miles above the
Fort. ‘There the force landed as noisc-
lessly as they had embarked, and formed
on the bank, in the following order of at-
tack :—Advance guard, or (forlorn-hope,)
Lient. Duwson and twenty rank and file,
(volunteers from the 100th Regiment ;)
grenadiors 100th Regiment; Royal Artil-
lery with grenades; five companies of the
100th Regiment, under Lieut. Col. Ham-
ilton, to assault the main gate and escal-
ade the works adjacent ; three companies
of the 109th, wnder Captain Martin, to
storm {he eastern demi-bastion ; Captain
Bailer, with the grenadiers, Royal Scots,
was divected to attack the salient angle
of the fortification ; and the flank com-
panies of the 41st Regiment, led by Lieut.
Ballock, were ordered to support the prin-
cipal attack. Each pauty was provided
with sealing ladders and axes.

The force was soon in motion towards
the fort. The night was dark: the sky
preity much clouded over : no moon was
visible, but an oceasional star twinkled
dimly through the darkness as if to light
them to their work. The ground was
hard frozen, with a slight sprinkling of
snow. Rilence! Silence! was the word,
and every man trode cautlously and
stealthily, as if not to awake a sleeper.

The site of the present village of Youngs-
town was then occupied by a solitary
tavern of large dimensions, with its out-
buildings. 1% is distant just one mile
from the Fort :—-not a soul had been seen
up to that point,—Dbut, there, not very
far from the tavern door, was discerned,
with shadowy indistinciness, the form of
a sentryv.  Up towawds him breathlessly
crept the leading files of the forlorn-hope;
—he neither saw or heard them,—he
was within their reach——he was scized by
the throat, whilst ¢ Silence, or youre a
dead man,” was breathed in his ear:—
“ Give the watch-word,”—(it is said that
Colonel Murray had previously obtained
the wateh-word from a deserter, and that
the sentry at first gave a wrong word,
when commanded to give the watch-word,
but afterwards the right one.) The stern

.

order “ Not a soul must live between the
Landing-place and the Fort,” was remem-
bered, and, whilst hands clutched the
throat and covered the mouthof the victim,
to prevent the escape of sound, several
bayonets were passed through his body,
and his corpse laid on the ground—that
over, light and sounds from the house,
showed, the enemy’s picquet was there.
The men mounted the steps of the door,
—it was not locked or bolted,—they cn-
tered,—upon one side of the passage, was
a capacious room, the full length of the
house ; a stove was near the end furthest
from the door, and around it, some of the
piequet were asleep, whilst others were
playing at all-fours at a table not far from
the stove, by the dim light of a tallow-
candle. Slowly and stealthily towards
them crept the desperate men of the for-
lorn-hope : the sleepers breathed hard in
their sleep, (it was the last they took as
living men)—the card-players played on,
—engrossed by their game.  The men of
death were within a few yards of them—
unobserved,—when one, raising his card
asif to play, exclaimed: *What's tramps?
A dreadful response — “ Bavonets are
trumps,”—and the stern order “Not a
soul must live between the linding-place
and the Fort,” was executed on all.  The
tavern-keeper, a large, corpulent man,
awakened by the noise, descended the
stairs, and met his death bencath the
murderous bayonet, in the passage of the
house falling in a half-sitting posture
against the partition.

The work of death being complete at
that point, on, as noiselessly as before,
crept the force towards the enemy’s strong-
hold,—then, not more than a mile dis-
tant.

Fort Niagara was built by the French:
it consisted of a large stone edifice, and
two stone block-houses within the earth-
work and picketing, surroundad by a
ditch ;—one face fronts the River Niagara ;
another, the Lake Ontario ; and the rear,
is on the land-side, towards Youngstown.
The highway runs along the river side
from Youngstown, and conducis to the
aate of the Fort, which is on the front
face.

The forlorn-hope, under young Dawson,
led along the high road to the gate—the
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arenadiers of the 100th followed closely,
led by Capt. Fawecett,—the rest_ of the
force was destined to escalade the works.
frong and rear.

The enemy’s strength was nearly that
of the assaulting party, and it will there-
fore be at once perceived how essential it
was that the surprise should be complete.
Hence the stern necessity of the order
that none should live between the place
of landing and the Fort; an order which
no consideration of lesser magnitude could
have justified.

Silently, and with death-like stiliness,
—the British force approached the Fort.
Not a sound was heard by the unsuspect-
ing enemy. O(.L(HIOIIJHV, a slight crack-
hn«r of thin ice in a rut of the voad be-
neath a soldier’s fuot, would be heard, but
that wasali.  The leading files weve close
upon the gate—when, singular to relate
—as if every incident favowred the at-
tempt, the wicket of the gate wag found
to be open : there was no sentry outside.
The cause of the wicket heing open was,
that the relief to the sentry stationed by
the enemy close to the water’s edge, had
but » minute previously passed ous.  The
negligence of the enemy was wonderful.

The leading file looked in at the wicket.
saw a sentry a few paces from it ; he step-
pod in—another fol low ed, and .mo»her :
the sentry caught siolit of them :—alarin-':

ed, he discharged his picee, and fled : but!

faster than lxe rushed the destroyer: he
was b:xyonetted before he had run many
yards; but ere this, a shout had avisen.!
loud as if all the devils in hell 11.1(1 broke!
loose.
had loosened the tongues of the assanlting
foree, and all was uproar, where, a minute
previously, a gravelike silence had pre-js
vailed.  In at the gate, burst the grena-
diers of the 100th :—the scaling ladders
were planted, and over the exterior works
the assaulting force clambered rapidly
with loud hurrahs.  Forward they rushed
to the block-houses, and the large stone
building: the enemy had not time to bar-
ricade the door : the bayonet was soon at
its work, and down went the g garrison be-
fore it. After a brief but ineffectual re-
sistance, the Fort was ours. Resistance
having ceased, so did the slaughter. The
only oflicer killed on our side, was Licut.

Nowlan, of the 100th Regiment. e
had been minong the first to enter, sud
had rushed to the block-house neavest the
mate ; o soldier of the enemy hearing the
disturbance, had come to the door, but
sprung from it on secing the advancing
Stormer.  Nowlun lunged @t hiw as he
sprang, and killed him,~—whenu anotlher
American, from hehind ithe door, thrust
his bayonet through him ; Le fell, but in
falling. puiled a pistol from his belt and
shot his destroyer.  Colone 3wy him-
self was sevar c'\ wounded in the arm.

In twenty winutes from the first shout
of the Stormers, all was over, and the
British colours foated {romn the stone
tower of Niagara.

Just then,—day began to break, and
the carly dawn of a bright winter morn-
ing, was weleomed by the }o’s‘ s shouts
of the desperate soldiery, fresh from the
performance of their ghastly duty: alarge
body of them had assembled on the flag
roof of the large stone editice, alr e.u’xy al-
luded to; and to the musu, of “ 3t Pat-
rick’s day in the morning,’ I)V a young
fifer of the * Old Tundredih,” they danc.
ed in the intoxication of victo: Y.

Soon, the inhabitants, on the Brilish
sitle of the Niagara, descried their own
beloved flag ﬂo.xtm«r from the topmost
,lmtﬂ« ment of the enemy's .~tx'0nm]m]d
tand the fuint ccho of their cheers fell on
the ear, and gratified ile feclings of the
victorious combatants.  Geueral Drum-

mond shortly afterwards crassed the river,
i and the troops having been formed in close
column, in the centre of the Square, he

The sound of the seniry’s pwwat]mnl\vd them for their during conduct,

fand admirable discipline.

When the news reached Montreal, Sir
Syduey Beekwith, (Communding the Gar-
rison,) in his delight, ordered, (though it
was in the dead of m«ht) the Artill ery
of the Old Citadel Hill to pour :orth its
thunder in the honor of the event.—The
wonder of the good citizens, (unot to say
their terror,) was great indeed, at the
sound of cannon at such an untimnely hour;
and nene for a time knew what to make
of it ;—but soon the intelligence spread,
and they, and their startled wives and
children, sought again their drowsy
couches, more fully satisfied than ever,

that Canada would not be a prey in the



1o
(=
(5]

\

THE CANADIAN LITERARY JOURNAL.

tlons of the Yankee Fagle, notwithstand-
ing his threatening aspeet, and warlike
serecch,

e was confidently stated at the time,
thatSirNvdney gob a rap over the kauckles
(s o reprimand is commonly termed,)
firon the Commander in Chief, Sir George
Prevost, for the singular military irregu-
Lerity, of publishing the gratifying intelii-
zenee 1o the inhabitants of Montreal and
its vicinity, by the roar of cannon, at mid-
nizht.

1t exhibited, at all eveuts, the impor-
tance abtached to the bold exploit.

IDY LS OF THE DOMINION.

BY ALEXANDER MLACHLAN.

NO. 1V,

SUGAR MAKING.

In the op’ning of the spring,

Ere the birds begin to sing ;

Ere each little fairy hummer,
Northward comes to spend the summer ;
And the squirrel peeping out

Wonders what the Spring’s about,

Then acamping out we go,

Where the tallest maples grow ;
And like pearls of clearest hue,
Gently drops the maple dew,

While cach happy girl and hoy,

Cizp their hands and shout for joy,
With their mivth the echoes waking,
O the joys of Sugar Making !

Then the lads they come about,

All by accident no doubt;

They but come, good lads to tap,
Or to help me with the sap;

Thay don’t come of course o see, -
Or te spark a bit with me.

Then be sure big Fred comes jogging,
Al his talk’s about bis logging ;
And bis father’s old gray mare,

She’s the whole of all his care;

Sure am Iif ¢’er T wed,

It will never be with Fred.

Then comes Jack the volunteer,
Always sure to let you lhear,
How his dad was nearly slain
Killing Yanks at Lundy’s Lane,

And the mighty things he’ll do,
With the ragged Fenian crew ;
Should they ever venture back,
OIf they’ll run at sight of Jack ;
Mighty man tho’ he may be,
Yet he will never do for me.

Then comes Bill, and he’s a bother,
All his tall’s about his mother,
How she boils, and how she bakes
O the puddings that she makes;

O the flavor of her tea :

e may stay with her for me;
How she hates our neighbour Jim ;
How she smiles and dotes on him ;
O the good for-nothing creature ;
Jem’s 2 man in form and feature !
Jem, so very far above him ;

Jem, is worth a million of him;
How it angers me to hear him;

0O I wonder how I bear him ;

How I manage to keep cool ;

Lord preserve me from a fool !
Does he think by slighting Jem

I would ¢’er talke up with him ?

Then as darkness comes and brooeds,
O’cr the great old solemn woods ;
And the trees like spectres loom,
Gazing on us through the gluom,
And the backlog blazing bright,

On our faces throws the light :

To the passer-by we seem,
Creatures moving in a dream.

Then Jem's sure to come along,
Singing that Old Country song;
How they spark’d among the breas,
In their good old fashion'd ways;
And my heart goes forth to meet him ;
With o welcome smile I greeb him,
For he has such winning ways ;
Sensc in every word he says:

O beside him other boys,

Look like little Tommy toys,

*Tis a joy to be near him,

A delight to only hear him,

Time fleets past with joy o'erflowing,
Never do I feel it going,

TUntil day again is breaking ;

That’s the best of Sugar Making.

Hosgs says he has one of the most obedient
boys in the world. He tells him to do as he
pleases, and he does it without murmuring.
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POPULAR READINGS.

A PAPER FOR LITERARY SOCIETIES.

Every thing which spreads the know-
ledge of the master-pieces of literature
through the community, is o gain to civi-
lization. It was an important step in
this divection, when men of cultivated
minds, and possessed of some drammtic
power, originated the practice of reading
aloud in the halls of Mechanics' Insti-
tutes and other suitable places, the chefs
d' wuvre of our Poets, Dramatists, Ora-
tors, Historians and Novelists.

These readings have been found of
considerable service at home, and it is
pleasing to observe that they have become
naturalized in Canada. Their advant-
ages are two-fold ; not only is the hearer
benefitted by an improved acquaintance
with  Shakspeare, Tennyson, Iood,
Dickens, Macaulay, the Brownings,
or whoever the author read may be,
but the speaker, also, improves his eriti-
cal taste and his skill in public speaking.
To aid the better in these two points is
the object of the present paper.

The entertainment should not be too
long ; the patience of an audience is often
wearied out, and they are sent yawning
to their beds at an hour approaching
midnight. It s not safe to caleulate
that interest can be well sustained for
more than two hours at a time, and it is
not expedient that more than fifteen or
twenty minutes should be given to each
separate piece. If the selection is very
amusing or exciting a few minutes more
may be safely tuken. A single subject
may, of course, be chosen for an cven-
ings entertainment, as was done by
Charles Dickens when he read his lesser
works entire, or a scries of connected
extracts from his novels. Dickens, how-
ever, was an admirable actor as well as
writer ; one of thosc men of genius, who
may wisely be left to make laws for him-
self. 'We can listen with delight, for
hours, to a speech from Bright or Glad-
stone, but feebler orators may tax our
patience in a tenth part of the time.

The public reader should seek for
pieces, in which the interest is sustained
from the beginning to the end. There is

happily no dearth of such in English Lit-
erature,—Campbell's Jlohenlindenr, Hood’s
Fugene Aram ox his Bridyeof Sighs, Scott’s
Death of Marmion, Tennyson’s Charge of
the Light Brigade, wnd many of Shak-
speare’s soliloguies may be adduced by
way of example.

But the judicious reader wiil probably
select pieces less known than these, and
consequently less likely to be found in
the repertoire of proiessional elocutionists,
and therefore better fitted to win the
hearer by the charm of novelty and fresh-
ness.  He will, it is true, by this means,
lose the teaching which these itinerating
gentlemen could give him, but he will
only lose it so fur as direct imitation,
which it is desirable to avoid, is concern-
ed 5 anything good, which their enuncia-
tion, emphasis, gesture &c., could supply,
may be treasured up and more fittingly
and profitably be made use of in pieces
other than those which they delivered i —
thus at once applying the principles which
guided them and escaping servile copy-
tsm.

The piece having been selected, it is
necessary to decide whether it should be
delivered simply and direcily, as if it em-
bodied the thoughts and sentiments of the
veader himself, or drameaticaily as convey-
ing thuse of seme other pursun.  This
distinetion has to Le clearly drawn before
beginning, and cerefully adbiered to
throughout the recitation. Scrious mis-
takes occur from the negiect of this. In
many cases, no option exists, for many
poems must be read dramatically or they
will be utterly maimed of their excellence;
these should be carvefully avcided by read-
ers who have no power of personification,
however clear their understanding of their
author, and their sympathy with his
sentiments. From inattention to this
rule, I have heard the famous scene be-
tween Hamlet and his mother, wherein
he upbraids her with her marriage with
his father’s brother and murderer, so read
as cumpletely to dispense with the ideas
of a maddened son, a murdered father, a
crisninal mother and an incestuous uncle.
When Hamlet, as an aggregation of that
mother’s guilt, exclains “ Look here upon
this picture, and on this, the counterfeit

presentment of two' brothers,” the reader
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I speak of was as unrufiled as if he had ex-
hibited photographs of some indifferent
persons in order 1o show that John was a
better looking man than Williain!  So
ludicrous a fatiure as this does not often
oceur, and could not have happened to
the gentleman 1 speak of if he had pos-
sessed that aequaintance with Shakspeare
necessary for the due exhibition of his
scenes, or even i the context Lad heen
studied with ordinary attention, for this

reader was one who had delivered public]

Leetures with s fuir amouns of approbation.

Such scenes as this require great drama-
ticpower, andought notto be lightly under-
taken bygthe amuteur ; but otlers, which,
would tax his powers less equally demand
dramatic treatnient. No man of taste
would recite Mereutiv’s fanciful picture of
Queen Mad, without adopting the airy
guiety of the imaginative nobleman of
Verona ; it is otherwise, with the advice
Polonius gives his son, which may be
spoken either s¢mply as an embodiment of
cautious good sense, or dramatically, as
the utterance of an old and foolish conrtier,
who had picked up worldly wisdom by
dint of long experience.

“Give thy thoughts 1o tongue,

Nor any unproportioned thought his act,

Be thou familiar but by no means vulgar,

The friends thou hast and their a loption bind,
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ;
But do not dull thy palm with entertaiment
Of cach new-hatched, unfledged companion.”

These precepts and those which follow
are of so gencral a character that it is
only necessary to give them fitting em-
phasis to commend them to the hearer’s
mind, but the reader may, if he chose,
deliver them with the cracked voice and
feeble utterauce appropriate to the aged
man, Poloniug.

The “Seven Ages of BMan” may be
read with or without the satirical tones
with which “the melancholy Jaques,”
delineates that Map of Human Life.
The personitications which it contains
may be even more fully brought out, than
we can suppose them to hove been by
that cynic, who would unquestionably
emphasize his meaning rather by toncs
than gestures; we cannot suppose him to
have represented seven different characters

in as many minutes, but this might, with-
out impropriety, be done.

The great and deserved popularity of
THeod’s “ Bridge of Sighs” causes it often
to be selected for recitation, but except
in the hands of an accomplished reader,
the choice is unwise. There are few
poems to which it is more ditlicult to do
justice. Excellent as it is, it has faults
to which the careless or inexperienced
speaker will be apt to give a necdless
prominence. Above all, the man whom
Cowper

“Would not e.ter on his list of friends,
Though gruced with polished manners and fine
sense,
Yet wanting sensibility,”

Should carefully eschew it. I have
revertheless heard such a reader, a man
of tine person, good voice, and loud ore
rotundo style of delivery, praised for his
performance of this very piece, but with
the qualification. “ Of course he left out
the pathos!” The Bridge of Sighs without
the pathos ! is worse than the tragedy of
Iamlet with the omission of the Prince
of Denmark.

Hood’s fate as a poet was peculiar.
The public received with indifference his
early serious poems, Ais Haunted Home,
Lay of the Midsummer Fairies, Lugene
Aram, but hailed with enthusiasm his
power of punning. With wife and child-
ren dependent on his literary talent for
support, he had toac* on the maxim of
the political economist and adapt the sup-
ply to the demand. But sooner or later
the deep feelings of the true poet had to
find vent, and his sympathy with suffer-
ing humanity displayed itself in the Song
of the Shirt, and the. Bridge of Sighs.
Where were these emphatic shrieks of
misery first published? In Punck! In
a journal devoted to Fun and Sative! Tt
is true that journal was conducted by men
who knew how to ecmploy fun and satire
in the sevvice of humanity ; nevertheless
these fine peems took an outward form, a
rhythm and metre, more usually employed
in comic tales and ballads. This I think
somewhat impairs their excellence.

Let us examine the Bridge of Sighs in
detail. It was poor Hood’s last poer,

written during his last sickness, when
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perhaps he had neither strength nor spiritsltablished phrases, but “ city-full ” is new

to give it caveful rovision before sending
it to the printor; after the public had
welcomed it with delight, revision would
Thackeray calls it
Hood’s last victory, and compares it to

have been unwise.

the battle-fields of Quebec and Corunna,

where Wolfe and Moore died, ¢ in the
The reputation of
the poem is established, or it might seem
invidious ‘““to hint a fault and hesitate
dislike,” even in the interest of our Popu-
t employs words in new

blaze of their fame.”

lar Reader.
and even in false meanings.—

¢ One more unfortunate,
‘Weary of breath,

Rashly INFORTUNATE,
Gone to her death !”?

The meaning of the word importunate is
wrgently solicitous, but Hood uses it in

the sense of “impatient,” or ¢ desperate,”

¢ Still ror all slips of hers,
One of Eve's family,”

Here the meaning of the word *for”
is revised, and, instead of interprcting it,
“because of,” “by means of,” we are com-

- pelled to substitute ¢“in spite of;” in
. plain prose ““In spite of all her errors,
. she is still one of Eve's family.” Again

“slips of hers” is a phrase more suited
, for comedy than tragedy, and “slips” is

1« the more objectionable as being the very
¢ word comumnonly employed by those who

1t make light of woman’s frailty, but it
¢ could not be altered without losing the
~ abrupt and beautifully pathetic transi-

, tion,

q ¢“Wipe those poor lips of hers
y Ooring so clammily.”

=1 pity the public reader, who would un-
" dertake to recite these four lines “leaving
Yout the pathos.”
¢ “Rarity” and “Charity” donot rhyme,
galthough they are spelt alike ; they would
?ar upon the sensitive ear unless read
”iwith more attention. to the feeling than
«Yo the sound. This remark applies also
£0 “ pitiful ™ and “city full ;" the last
“Phrase being so unusual ds to be almost
“udicrous, and it is ambiguous ; & « city-
“full ” of what? of men? of homes? pro-

and does not seem needed nor desirable.
The pathos resulting from the homcless
state of the unfortunato one must be care-
fully exhibited in the look and tone of
voice of the Reader, or the oddity of the
,{expression will not escape the notice of
the hearer. Too much emphasis thrown
on the compound word “ city-full ” would
be fatal.

There is an unlucky jingle in the next
words ; “Sisterly, Dbrotherly, fatherly,
motherly,” that is not ;ree from danger,
but slow reading, so as to bring out clearly
the separateidea of these closerelationships
may carry the Reader safely through this
danger.

¢ Love by harsh evidence
Thrown from its eminence,”

is a bold, but perhaps, legitimate figure,
referring to the misconduct, of which
# harsh evidence ” has been given.

The unhappy subject of the poem may
have stood upon the bridge with bewilder-
ment,—with dread,—with despair,—with
almost any feeling but amazement” ata
situation which she had known too often
before. “Amazement” is chosen in ovder
to rhyme with “basement” and * case-
ment " but it does not do so. Neither
does “humbly " rhyme with ¢ dumbly ;"
the 6 is sounded in the first word and is
muie in the sccond. A carcless reader.
misled by the conconrsz of syllables might
make these words tri-syllabic, ¢ humblely’
¢ dumbelly ; and if they were sounded
“mumbelly,” the listener’s feelings would
assuredly be ¢ grumbely.”

“But I offend, Virgil begins to frown,
And Horace from the skies looks angry down.”

Do I then undervalue Hood or his poems?

Far, very far from it; when read with
good taste and with due pathos, there are
few finer pieces in the language: the criti-
cal eye, moistened with a tear of sym-
pathy, no more notices such faults as
these, than the lapidary would detect
flaws, when dazzled by the sunshiny splen-
dour of the Koli-i-noor.

Professor Huxley has been elected.to

#%ably, but not certainly the latter. <Hand-

succeed. Charles Dickens as President of

“full,” . spoonfull,” “belly-full,” are es-|the Birmingham and-Midland Institute.
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(For the Canadian Literary Journal)
AN EVENING AT THE TURKS
HEAD.

BY OLYMPUS BRUMPUS.

No. 11.

We were speaking in our last paper of
Garrick, and it would be like the play of
Hamlet, with Hamlet expunged, did we
not introduce you to the erratic Roscins.
It would be madness in us to attempt to
pourtray his flexiblo features, which were
nover for more than two minutes in re-
pose, when Hogarth tried and failed. He
could sit for a posthumous portrait of his
friend Fielding, but his own face was so
mobile that it defied even the pencil of
him who gave to the world the “Rake’s
Progress.” Listen to the story as em-
balmed by that most delightful of vrriters
G. A. Sala, in hig racy articles, which
first appeared in the Cornhill Magazine,
“Wm. Hogarth, the Time, the Work and
the Man,” contemporaneously with dear
doad Thackeray's ¢ Round about Papers”
and “ Essays on the Georges.”

Among the Hogarth anecdotes, few are
80 well known as that of giving Garrick
tho credit for having sat for a posthumous
portrait of Fielding, and by his extraordin-
ary power of facial mimicry, making up
a capital model of his deceased friend. If
this be true, Garrick must have surpassed
that famous harlequin who used to imitate
& man eating fruit, and from whose ges-
tures and grimaces you could at once tell
the fruit he was pretending to eat; now
he was pulling currants from the stalk,
now sucking an orange, now biting an
unripe pear, now swallowing a cherry and
now exhausting agooseberry. Then there
is an account of Garrick sitting to Ho-
garth for his own picture, and mischiev-
ously giving so many casts of expression
to his countenance, that the painter at
last threw down his brush in a pet, and
declared he could do no more, unconscious-
ly imitating the Irish swineherd, who de-
clared that he had counted all his porcine
charge, save one little pig, which jumped
about 50 much that he could not count

We have already travelled along the

dusty high road to London with Johnstap
and Garrick, end seen how, whon they
arrived there, their paths divergod.
However, each admired the other; they
vrere so totally opposed in tomperament
that they could only have built up a last-
ing friendship on mutual misfortune. As
soon a3 fame came either to the one or
the other, so soon would their friondship
sever ; and while Davy was almost drunk
with applause, he longed for the praise of
one man, whose opinion he valued more
than that of all the world. Gaxrrick, more
generous than the Dr. showered his plaud-
its upon his former companion, but it had
a repelling influence on Johnson, who
not satisfied with treating him coldly, be-
haved absolutely rudely to the man, and
spoke sneeringly of his profession. Gax-
rick, it appeared, wished to belong to the
club in which we are at present assembled,
of which Johnson was already & member.
On hearing this, Johnson declared his in-
tention to black-ball him, saying ¢“Surely
we ought to sit in a society like ourg—
unelbowed by a gamester, pimp or player.”
Nor is this the only instance in which the
stage was treated disrespectfully in thig
age, and oftentimes by those who were far
beneath many of its members in intellect
and character. Even the much debated
writer Junius gives way to some dis-
peraging remarks on living actors—a
most conternptible thing to do by one who
wrote under an altas. It would be ag
impossible to give any distinct trait of
Garrick’s character, as it would be
catch every changing scene of the Kaleido-
scope's brilliant lights and dazzling tints,
a constant idea that now at last no other
combination of besuty could be obtained,
only for the hundredth time to be deceiv-
ed with a diamond more gorgeous if pos
sible than the one preceding it. Now’
we have him at Bartelmy Fair, tending
his two-half pence to see the play, and
now the money taker recognizing him,
strikes a theatrical attitude, and in grand,
iose verbeage exclaims—“We never take-
nothing from one another in our line;’
or we go with him to hear Geo. White

field so eloquently discourse wupon th
things connected with the great hereafter

woh warming with his theme, show-

the sinner, to his audience, bhanging o',
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the yawning precipice, till Garrick ex-
cited, rushes forward to catch him ero he
falls. And then we see him murmuring
forth his last words to the rapturous
audience, and with slowly hesitating step
quit the stage, which a few minutes since
he trod with all the air and mien of the
youthful Hamlet, a docrepit old man.  No
more shall he don the kingly robes nor
¢ Richard be himself again.” When next|f
the King comes—it is the King of Terrors
—=and being informed by good Dr. Cado-
gan of his near applmch, weo hear the
calm reply “I'm notafraid to die.” And
looking back on the life of Garrick, we
see a man no doubt of many weaknesees
and vanities, and who of us is without
them, but we also see o man, who amid
a thousand temptations left behind him
an unblemished reputation, and who
numbered among his sincere mourners
such worthies as Hannah Moore and
Charlotte Barney. Side by side they slesp
in the grim old abbey—the husband who
so tenderly loved, and the wife who so
fondly cherished his memory. We are
glad that it is 8o, we rcjoice that in their

half-asleep wondering eyes from the bed-
folds, with your nose and chin warmly
tucked underneath. How vividly you
can recall to mind the doleful termination
of that birthday party—otherwise festive
—when for some misdemeanor, quite in-
sdequate, you thought, to the punishment,

a parental bull of excommunication con-
szgned you prematurely to bed (which
for the first time seemed odious to you)
and oh, with what intense agony you
tried to lay calmly between the sheets, as
you listened to the fun going on down
staivs, and heard the maddening noise of
cracking of nuts and scrambling for

Jranges, and the merry shouts of the lit-

tle folks who had been invited to cele-

brate the occasion.

And who, turning to a sadder contem-
plation of beds, has not witnessed the
mournful spectacle of a death-bed scene,
and beheld the last of some sweet face,
whose sunshine was about to depart for-
ever! '

Albeit these indelible impressions re-
main in every sensitive breast, hidden per-
haps, but still there ; and despite the fact
that a vast proportion of civilized man-
kind pass at least three-fourths of their
existence in bed, how few ever give a
thovght—=till less a vote of thanks, to
that dumb minister to their needs and
comforts.

Did you ever read that delightful little
essay by that most delightful of essayists,

(For the Canadisn Litcrary Journal.)

A CHAT ABOUT BEDS.

e

BY THOS. WRAY.

——rnre

“To bed—to bed.”—SHAKESPEARN.
Bed!

Delicious word !

" of excharling associations, and idess, and

.ple little monosyllable!

‘What a halo

memories seems to circle round that sim-
Potent con-

Teigh Hunt, entitled, 4 On getting up
on a cold mommg?” If you have, can
you imagine anything more gemal and
cosier than it is? But to enjoy it in full

" jurors ! what tender recollections of happy
- hours, what sweet remembrances those

* there are that cannot recall to mind, on
- Jooking back through the vista of years,
"'some impressive incident—or well rem-
him embered scene, in which that humbdle ar-

perfection you should read it in bed “on
a cold morning.” However, his chatty
remarks refer more exclusxvely to the sub-
oct, of course, than to the bed itself. I
suppose that was beneath him. Bo taking
a, humbler stand, I propose to confine this
little gossip to the bed alone, merely ob-
gerving parenthetically, that this essay of
L. H's' suggested the idea of jotting down
these rambling thoughts.

Believing that there is a deep debt of
gratitude—a heavy load of obligation due
to this much-sbused and ill-used article
of daily use, I shall take up cudgels on
its behalf, and bring forward ity claim

three magic letters awaken tolife! Few

Codo

Yicle of furniture, called a bed, played a

how distinctly you can see that tiny
with the very white dimity curtsing;
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before an ungrateful public, fearlessly and
unblushingly.

Of course, there.are a select few that
properly appreciate and reverence this
great benefactor, but I do not address
myself to these.

I wonder how many people who go to
bed at night, wearied with the day’s cares,
and worried by mental anxiety, getting
up next morning calmed and refreshed,
really do reflect how vastly they are in-
debted to that combination of carved
wood, blankets, sheets and pillows, which
go to make up their resting place. No,
sad to relate, as an instance of base ingrat-
itude, most people never think anything
about their bed, or the precious nightly
favors it confers upon them. “They seek
its ever-welcoming folds (a bed actually
does seemn to have arms) with the humble
and defevential spirit of & mendicant ask-
ing for what hie knows he very often does
not deserve; yet having obtained his needs
he selfishly and insolently turns away on
his heels without a word of thanks. So,
after having spent say eight delicious
hours in bed, soothed, warmed, caressed,
protected, refreshed, how customary it is
with many people to throw off its soft
embraces with as much violence and pre-
cipitate rudeness as if that ever-ready re-
treat were a mnest of scorpions! After
receiving & much needed favor from a
friend, you don’t usually flee his presence
as though you expected him to do you a
serious bodily injury. No, you bid him
adieu courteously and decorously. So it
should be with that truest and best of all
friends—your bed. Instead of the too-
frequent wild matutinal jump, suggestive
of deep abhorrence and terror, itis your
duty to rise slowly, calmiy, dignified yet
with apparent reluctance, and politely
and thankfully take leave of your bed as
of an old and tried comrade, whom you
hope to see again shortly, perhaps sooner
than you expect.

As there are all kinds of friends and
acquaintances,—real and imaginary friends
—iriends who irritate and vex—iriends
whoconsole and sympathize with us—hard
and practical friends—indulgent and flat-
tering friends—and amongst our acquain-
tances some who are elegant, others that
ave shabby, and those that are a little of

both~—shabby-genteei,—so there are all
these deseriptions of beds.  One bed will
Iuli you to sleep before you can close your
cyes aliost; another will keep you tossing
neaily half the night. Select a bed as
you would select a friend, to suit your
peculiarities and chime in with your
whims. A good deal should be allowed
for taste and habit in this matter. Tt
would be simply misery for some people
to lie on a couch of soft eider-down,
but they would strangely enough sleep
quite soundly on & hard straw mattress,
or even on the hard boards. On the
other hand a hard straw mattress, to
others, would be intolerable, being fraught
with much misory, little sleep, and pos-
sibly some bad language.

Again, some people prefer to take their
rest between an upper and lower stratum
of cool white sheets, while more cold-
blooded mortals would think it much
nicer to nestle between layers of warm
blankets. These latter can not know
what it is to have an irritable cutaneous
system.

But while disagreecing on all tuese
points, all ugree that every bed should
possess certaln common characteristics.
In the firsi place they should be level.
Clan anytling Fe imagined more annoying
than a bed with a slope, a bed perpetualiy
harassing you with the fear that you
may roll out in the dead of night; and
have everybody in the house rushing into
your room as you lic on the floor, to see
if you have committed suicide, and then
to have them laughing at you as you
regain your couch.

Seriously, did you ever, dear reader, fall
out of bed? I did once when a boy.
That deadly, terrible shock I shall never
forget. I felt the sensation that a man
must feel in falling down a vast precipice.
The ghost of that hideous fall haunted
me for weeks after. I even changed
places with my brother that I might be
near the wall, but as he also fell out of
bed shortly afterwards, I have reason t
believe now that that bed was not level.

Another disease common to beds
almost as serious as inclinations, is Anob
biness—those placesof torment where fron
defect of construction a series of han

protuberances, and uncveness of surface
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like a suceession of hills and valleys, are
formed, which irritate one’s angularities
and spinal column to such a degree that
sleep is absolutely impossible.  Sometimes
no amount of shaking and hammering
T've tried
They seem chronie, and you must
eithier patiently suffer i, or resume your
apparel and lay atop of the coverlid till
morning, by which means you may hope

will relieve the bed from them.
it.

to somewhat soften their horrid asperities.

Besides these ill-conditioned beds there
are beds that are damp, but then let us
be just, as may be said of the two first
mentioned evils, dampuess is no more a
fault of the innocent bed than wickedness

is o fauls in a child. 'There are also

beds, so called, which lure you to their

anns with seeming confidence, only to
shoot you up in the small hours, by means
of some infernal machinery, and stand yoa
bolt upright on your head. These are

the black sheep of the great Society of

Beds. Then there are figurative beds—
beds of roses for instance, which must be
very objectionable when the dew, othex-
wise so romantic—is upon the sheets, the
leaves rather. Dews take them I say.
Also beds of thorns, but I trust you and
I dear reader, have no connection with
these. Another figurative bed is the one
we make for ourselves, and must lic down
upon. This seeming to imply that not
having been accustomed to bed making,
we should thereby render ourselves ex-
ceedingly uncomfortable. An inference
founded on truth without a doubt.

A man can be as much of an epicure
f2 the matter cf beds as in that of cating
and drinking. I believe myself to be a
greab connoisseur of beds.  Further, show
me the bed a man regularly sleeps in,

“and T will tell you with toler .ble correct-
ness the character of that ma.  Does he
~leep in a bed closed in by curtains, then
he is 2 man of a retiring, wodest or pos-

- sibly timid disposition ; does & big bed

! consort better with his taste, if so he un-

' doubtedly holds independent principles—
‘broad views; does he share his couch with

“another lord of creation? he is likely to
be of a social turn of mind—of the class
called “clubable;” does hesleep in alittle
bed, it is more than probable that he pos-

that can be easily erushed or conquered,
his ideas are selfish and cramped ; if a man
prefer a hard bed, he has self-donial at
command, he can endure, and will un-
doubtedly get on in the world. Is a soft
bed more welcome to a man, I look for
effeminacy, an easy, languid, indolence of
temperament, that can at no time be re-
lied on. All this, supposing a man is at
liberty to make his own choice of a bed.
The poor creatures who sleep in a bed on
rare occasions, and that whether it be big
or little, hard or soft, foul or fair—and
on most other occasions, slumber under
Ledges, and haystacks, or railway arches,
or on door steps, or if fortunate, in a
night-house, on a piece of Lard board,—
these of course, are not supposed to come
within the pale of this discussion, or to
be in any way connected with the class
of respectable people who go to hed—or
rather have a bed to go to every night.
No, this essay has too much regard for
those to whom it is addressed, to lower
its dignity by adverting, in the least re-
mote manner, to that disreputable portion
of the community, who, through their
wickedness or indolence, or something
very criminal and bad, havn't actnally a
bed they can call their own! The poor
afflicted leper could take up his bed and
walk,—but these have to walk and “move
on” without taking such a luxury asa
bed with them. Ah well! they know
there will be a certain bed reserved for
them at the last—not the Poor-House
bed, that would be simply an instrument
of torture to many of these insolent suf-
ferers. Forsooth, what a fine pride
have these dregs of humanity.

Apart from the chief purpose which a
bed serves in the affairs of life, therc are
other manifold and divers uses o which
that favourite (though often compulsory)
place of resort can be put,—subsidiary
joys, so to speak, which many people pro-
fess to sneer at as demoralizing and in-
jurious, but nevertheless practise, I be-
lieve with much frequency and secreb
gratification. I allude to reading, etc., in
bed. Where is the man that does not
plead guilty to the soft impeachment of
having, at some period of his life, read
some alluring books in bed when he should

sesses a close, mean nature, or a spirit
]

bave been up, and “catching the early
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worm?’ And there are some dreadful
mortals, (this ho vover, is only hear-say)
outeasts from a society by whom they are
justly detested, —who carry Bohemianism
so far n3 to add to their veniality and
depravity by—dare I say it +—smoking
in bed. Theso creatures have tlie audacity
to insist that a favourite newspaper, a
cigar, and a cup of coffes, all taken in
bed —given a cold winter’s morning, when
not feeling particularly well,—is the
most perfoct sublunary joy they can think
of.

And then there is breakfast in bed.
‘What shall we say of that? There may
hoe some good excuse for yielding to this
indulgence, however. 'When people, that
is vespectable people—take breakfast in
bed, they are invariably unwell, somehow
or other—it is a cold that requires hum-
ouring, or an unpleasant headache that
demands rest and quiet. Although when
one invents these excuses in order to in-
dulge in a vicious habit, and would yst
desire to sustain their dignity, it is im-
possible to eat a hearty breakfast without
suspicion. Your appetite is considered
delicate,—you are looked upon as an in-
valid, and indulged accordingly. A. dis-
tinguished living author (G. A. Sala) has
thought breakfast in bed such a pleasant
theme, that ho wrote a book about it,
under that seaucing title. I never read
it, but should think it is a very nice book
to read, “on a cold morning.” I must
here confess, by-the-way, that beds are
somewhat at a discount during the hot
weather.

This living in bed, when you are nei-
ther sleepy, ill nor fatigued, may ., and
probably 13 & very pernicious habit ; but
it i, at least, indicative of one,—indeed
two, good traits in a man’s charactor.—
1. The man that can lay calmly in bed,
awake—is generally a contented man, of
quiet tastes and moderate requirements—
good-natured (bad-tempered men are usu-
ally restless;) simple pleasures please him
and it is probable your genuine bed-lover
(exroneously termed a sluggard—he does
not always sleep when in bed) would sooner
lie on his back, with his hands under his
head, thinking and dreaming, and philo-
sophising—useless philosophy you say—
than go to the grandest opera, the most

faghionable ball, the jolliest party, or the
most sumptuous dinner that could be
offered him—even free of charge. Think-
ing in bed is his idea of quiet thorough
enjoyment. A. couch would be well
enough in its way, but then he is liable
to roll off,—or be sat upon, or talked at,
or annoyed in some shape. In bed all
these ovils have no existenco—it affords
warmth, socurity from draughts, quiet
and seclusion—nikil melior/ 2. Your
regular bed-lover is seldom a bad man.
I sincerely believe that the wickedest
men are thoso who riso earliest. Why
do they prowl about when the greater
part of civilized mankind (whom I believe
to be good) are soundly sleeping in their
innocent couches? Charles Lamb used
to say that a man must have a bad con-
science if he couldn’t lie in bed in the
morning, and I bolisve him. I distrust peo-
ple that leave their beds hours before other
people leave theirs. There is something
overreaching about it. A man may not
got up at four o’clock a. m. with the in-
tention of tomahawking his neighbours,
yet chers scoms something selfish, not to
say sinister, in the mere gettingup. Why.
should he want t~ ° .. longer, or get more
out of his spa-  lifo than other people
I agk? “XE  to bed, early to rise,”
otc., is a motto always in his mouth, and
may be a very good ons, notwithstand-
ing, but amongst amiable and contented
people, I am pearsuaded it is a maxim
‘*mors honoured in the breach than with
observance.”

Suppoging mysolf to be addressing this
amiable and coantented fraternity, who
would invariably elect to reinain in bed
rather than go outside and shovel snow,
I would affirm that the luxury of a bed
can nover bs sufficiently appreciated,
unless you have gono through one at least
of the following ordeals :—1. A sea-voy-
age, with your berth occasionally full of
salt water, and a sea-sick passenger howl-
ing all through the night at either side of
you. 2. A long ride on a certain line of
railway, where even a palace sleeping car
will not save you from horrible joltings
and shakings, or remove the boding fears
that the next moment may be your last.
3. Lost in the bush—dark—raining fast,
you feel hungry, also something smooth
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! orawling across your feet.

i books.
' that committee-meeting—having spent or

' thermomoter 10 degrees below zero. How

~ fortable Elysium of Blankets.

_ were written while their author’s extremi-
' ties were under the counterpane,—if he

" boy poet, was found dead in bed, killed
" byhisownhand. Some of the best works

. inbed. Indeed, there are more celebrated
* creations by great author’s accomplished

- bed, than the reading public would be pre-

_. a Moralist,—a Condemned Cell—a Con-
-, fessional.
;;1 tell all their secrets and sorrows.

- thing to read how the victim “was musr-
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4. Sitting up
four consecutive nights to finish those
5. Returning home late from

lost all your money, also your way, and
possibly your latch-key, you knock feebly
at the wrong door,—know that itis of little
use—and so walk about till morning—

delicious, returning from a long and un-
pleasant journey (say, you are a doctor,
and have been to see a patient who felt
¢ quite recovered ” the moment you arriv-
ed) you are benumbed, shivering, and pos-
sibly wet through—then, ah, then, how
delicious to throw off your dripping
garments, and dive delightedly, yet weari-
edly, into the warm depths of that com-
Dolce far
niente! O pippins and cheese!” as dear
old Douglas Jerrold would exclaim.

There is a peculiar interest and signifi-
cance attached to the word ¢ bed ” which
other objects of common use famiiiar to
us do not possess. It seems interwoven
with our very existenco, for are not most
of our helpless moments passed in bed;
and we nearly all of us hope to diein
bed. Tt gives a melancholy air of interest
to the mirth-inspiring works of Thomas
Hood, when we learn that their genial
author composed many of ther in bed—
asick-bed. Oliver Goldsmith’s best works

had one, poor fellow! Chatterton, the

that the world possesses have been written

while propped up with pillows, on a sick-

pared to believe.
Bed is a great incentive to thought—

Heavens ! if they could only
“The
t Autobiography of a Four-Poster ” yet re-
; ains to be written.

Speaking on this subject one is led to
ponder on the sad tragedies which occur
from t -e to time in our great cities, in
the accounts of which it is not a rare

dered whilst asleep in bed.” Murder ig
shocking to contemplate under any cis-
cumstances, but how terribly significant
and awful it becomes when we read that
“the whole family wero murdered in
their beds.” How we shudder. Murd-
ered in bed ; asleep, helpless; dreaming
perhaps of to-morrow’s plans,—then. ruth-
lessly struck down, without a cry or a
struggle. Oh, the terrible endings of
those dreams, a sudden blow, a gurgle
then Eternity ! At wbat a terrible ad-
vantage does the murderer take his victim,
yet not always at an advantage, when the
last word on the murdered lips was a
prayer for help and forgiveness to Him
who can restore to life. Shakspeare
knew how to produce the sublimity of
terror when he makes Macbeth kill Dun-
can in his bed. How we shudder with
bated breath, as the regicide comes forth
from the chamber with the bl~od en his
hands. Murdered asleep—in bed. It
is this that makes it so horrible. It was
the bed that wrung from the guilty soul
that agonized cry; “AndJ could not pray!”
Had Duncan been murdered in a struggle,
sword in hand, conscious, we should not
feel nearly so strongly affected.

In conclusion, although to people in the
enjoyment of average health, the word bed
may awaken many pleasant and endearing
recollections, sweet to them as a hal-
lowed place of rest, when sleep is as 2
refuge from the cares and anxieties of
life,—let us not forget that to many it is
associated with long-continued, and often
life-long suffering and affliction. Oh the
crushed hopes, the weary sighs, the sad
tears a sick bed bhas witnessed. Yet itis
here that Life teaches its most solemn
and impressive lessons. Who can forget
a death-bed scene and its sorrowful warn-
ing. Many a hardened, wicked heart has
dated its change from the time it knelt,
with strange tears, and stranger softness,

by the bedside of a dying relative or dear

departing friend.

Bed is a Great Physician,—a good

School. Many of the most brilliang

thoughts and ideas of great thinkers were

inspired whilst in bed. TFinally this

humble essay was begun in bed, written

in bed, and is finished in bed. Otivm

cum non dignitatz. But I feel that I
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have not done my subject suificient jus-
tice, and have not said half ag much as I
might lave sald about it. However,
after (uoting the following beautiful lit-
tle poew,—or rather portion of a poem,
written by S. 1. Coleridge, probably in
bed, then, then T think T'll get up.

Erc on my bed my limbs I lay,

It hath not heen my use to pray

With moving lips on bended knees,

But silently, by slow degrees.

Ay spirit I to love compose ;

In humble trust mine eyelids close,

Vith reverential resignation.

No wish conceived, no thought expressed,

Only a sENSE of supplication ;

A sense o'er all my soul impressed,

That I am weak yet not unblest,

Since in me,—round me—everywhere,

Eternal Strength and Wisdom are,

(For the Canadian Literary Journal))

A NIGHT OF TERRORS.

(Founde:d on Fact.)

BY DR. D. CLARK.

1t was customary, about twenty years
ago, in Highland districts, to carry the
bodies of deeensed persons ou beavers of
wood, instead of on wheeled vehicles.
This was necessary in many places en
accouny of the rocky anG precipitous cha-
acter of tho reads. The bearers were
usuaily kept in the Church or Vestry for
convenience.

t was a clear frosty October day, in
thie year 1839, when John MeLeod, the
parish school master of Tomintoul, died.
He had taught, and flogeed, and scolded
the growing urchins of that locality for
nearly half a century, and many of his
early pupils had distinguished themselves
in the navy, and on bloody battle-ficlds,
in the forum, and among the literati of
their country. Would that I could wax
eloquent on their behalf! His dominical
sway was benignant and patriarchal, and
there was always a radiancy of gracious-
ness about his countenance which cheered
the falterer toiling up the hill of science,
but as yet, not far from its foot. Well,
his race was run, and his coffined body

must be hid from sight. James Mur-
doclk, his assistant and successor, was de-
puted to go over to the “ Auld Kirk”
for the bearers. His eagerncss to go was
lexplained by the gossips at the wake,
who stoutly asserted he was =wre to pay
a visit to the manse near by, and have a
short teée @ tete with Flora, the minister’s
daughter. e sped on his way and mis-
sion with all the alacrity of one whose
breast was filled with ‘love’s young hopes.
Night overtook him on the hills, but the
full mosn was high in the heavens, and
benignantly shed silvery pencils of glory
over the heathy slopes of the looming
mountains, and along the scarcely Leaten
track on which he trod. ‘When he reach-
ed the minister's house he saw a light
shining through the sitting room window,
and curiosity getiing the better of his
sense of propriety, he peeped through the
lattice, and saw Flora stitching swiftly one
of the white collars, which he so often
admired upon her snowy neck. A\ gentle
tap brought her to the docer. Tt is nob
our iniention {o chronicje the s»rings of
the lovers, for who wishes suen fove scenes
depicted to the dgnoble vwigus? The
bours of night were fast wearing away,
and the “wee short ‘cor agoot the
twal.”—which some body sing. aboub—
was nwnbered with the pase, when he
wag found seramhling over the siene wall
which separated the garden of tlhe manse
from the grave-yard, in which siood the
chu By theside of & grey tmab-stone
stoed aspretre white, (These g

seats ¥ never
appear in any other color, fir

-
n

1L

i
rch

Lneade

a0 good
reason of their own) Tt appunred to him
of monsireus dimensions and of uncouth
appearance. It moved and mcaned and
siched in appavent unguict, so that it
could not bhe o white monmacnd made
grotesaue by thoe light of themcon.  Sup-
ersiitions by inheritance, his bloed froze
within him at the sight, for all the ghosts,
wraiths, dead-candles and bhorrid appari-
tions, nestling in some nook or cranny of
his brain, camo vividly to his remembr-
ance; and now was a living evidence of
their existence, for what else conld it he?
Sliding  back over the wall, bhe hastened
to TFlora, and told the wonderful tale,
with shaking knees, dilated cyes, and
fierce gesticulation.
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“ Now, Murdock,” said the tidy maid,
©what o silly ¢ gouk’ you are to be sure,
16 is only my father’s white horse, which
Las juraped the stiles to feed in the yard.”

Murdock, ashamerl of his cowardice,
esnecinlly at such o time, mustered cowr-
agn to mavch with firm steps towards the
author of his fears, yet, he had been start-
led and his nerves had not fully received
their quirtus. e was now among the
dead, and with the living—horse. It
vas haunted ground. Here was the
mounl of 2icTavish, the miser, who drove
his ealy daughter from his door, becaunse
he begrudged her the food she ate aud
the romn she occupied, and afterwards
froze himself to death, for want of fuel to
warm his shrivelled limbs. There lay
the Lenes of Urquehart, of violent temper,
who, in hlind frenzy, plunged a dirk into
the side of his best friend, and then cap-
ped the climex by hanging himself.
Here repased poor Nellie, who died ruin-
cd, forsaken, and broken-hearted, because
of the ruililessness of a perjurved villian.
There siept—it is presumed — Baillio
Ruthoen, who treasured up riches by ex-
torticn and deceit, but, 220w, his children
have squandered it all, and all that ro
mains of him on earth are & few pounids
of unctious earth ;—Enough —but over
himn stends @ splendid monument of Peter-
head granive, as hard as had been his own
heart, and on it a lie for an epitaph.
Here lies suintly Munro, or rather his
resmaius, bus his hyrunal chorus of adora-
tion is now cchoing in celestial courts.
Each green mound had a history ,either
real or myihical, and Murdock had heard
of the tortured spirits of those departed,
perio-lieally haunting the scenes of their
earthly sepulchre. e believed that such
vas the ease, and while he cegitated, his
fears inereased.  Diabolus was supposed to
be always lurking near Chueches and im-

pregnating the air with satanic influences.
He made his way to the church door, and
finding it open, he entered.  The bearers
had been left near the pulpit, and Mur-
dock dctermined to make a rush for the
spot and retreat as quickly as possible.
He gathered up one coat-tail under each
arm, and fixed his blue bonnet firmly upon
the top of his head, and then made the

alas! for all his plans and hopes, the
cnemy had him in his clutehes, and ap-
pavently his hour of deom had come. He
feit o painful constriction round his
threat, which was fast suffocating Iim,
but he was determined not to fall into the
hands of the Evil One without a struggle;
yeb, like the bewildered traveller in a
morass, the more he struggled ihe more
his difliculties increased, and the tighter
the grip became. e beat the air with
his hands and stamped the fioor with his
feet. e gurgled forth short prayers with
gasping emphasis, intermingled with the
creed, and snatches from thic shorter cate-
chism, with now and then ejaculations,
which scemed second cousins to profana-
tion. His objurgations seemed of no
avail forstrangulation by therelentless and
untiring fingers of his adversary was in-
creasing in intensity every moment. He
made a rush for the door as he supposed,
but blind with terror he had lost his
longitude and latitude. No maticr, any
way out of the elurch, by window, vestry,
or door would be acceptable. Over the
pews and seats he went—now floundering
on the floor between them, and anon per-
ched on the top of them in the vain at-
tempt to gain his equilibrium, for his un-
seen enemy had entangled his legs and
arms in the meshes of this terrible my-
sterious agency. Idewas partialiy bound
hend and foot. Wherever Le plunged a
bloody trail was left behind.  The bonnet
was gone, and the coat and nether gar-
ments

“Like tattered sail,

Flang their fragments to the gale.”
He attempted to scream but fatigue and
a tightened throat forbade it.  To add to
his terror, his adversary leaped upon his
head and scourged his face and body with
merciless blows. These fell fast and fur-
ious, accompanied with unearthly screams,
appalling enough to awaken the seven, or
seventy and seven sleepers. The thought
came up to his mind whether it would
not be better to come to terms and capit-
ulale, on conditions, to the Encmy of souls
by the barter of his body and soul for his
release from thraldom, rather than be im-
molated at once, and never see Flora again.
He called upon the Prince of Darkness

grand charge along one of the aisles. But

to relcase him and he would be his ab-
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Jject slave forever. He would seal such
a contract with his blood, only liberato
him now, but no response except blows
withous stint, came from his Satanic
Highness. The battlo of life and decath
continued foul and fierce, and yet notruce
was sounded by the enemy. In sheer
desperation, Murdock made for a small
glimmer of light, which met his eye and
which happened to be a gothic window.
Ho plunged at it, and through it, on to
the groen sward outside, as a storm-tossed
mariner steers for the streaming light
from afar, which to him is a beacon of
hope. A woe-begone creaturs told his
“horribletale” to anawe-strickenassembly
at the house of the dead, and a posse comz-
tatus was formed of all the “braves” of
the vicinity to ¢beard the lion in his den’
and exorcise him with cudgels, instead of
with “book and candle.” With slow steps,
and bated breath, and diluted eyes, tho
crowd surrounded tho church, and as the
day dawned a gooso with broken legs,
and a cord fastened to one of them, was
found dangling from the window. The
minister’s wife had tothered the fowl in the
church-yard, and as the door had been
left open, it had found its way into the
church, and sitting on onc of the pews
its cord had becomc entangled about
Murdock’s neck, and in the struggle he
had wound it round his legs and arms,
until the poor animal was dragged upen
the top of his head, and in its fight for
liberty, had beat him with its wings. 3lur-
dock fied the country for Canada, in very
shame, and saw Flora no more, If this
true tale meots his eye, we expect to be
“called out,” but we have provided pistols
for two and wine for one.  As poor Art-
erus would say “lot him appoint the day
for his funeral, and the corpse shall bo
ready.”

A thira edition of Dr. Nicholas’s Pedi-
gree of the Inglish People is in prepara-
tion.

Spiclhagen’s latest novel, Deutche Pio-

aiere, has excited a great litorary semsa-
tion in Germany.

Col. Carlo Mariani’'s work on ZT%e
lTtalian Army in the Pressnt and in the
Future, has been printed.

(For the Canadian Literary Journal.)
A MORTAL THEN, AN ANGEL NOW'!

BY J. G. MANLEY, JR.

‘Weep for the Singer, she is dead,
Low sho lies in her narrow bed,

Weep, that her voico no more may thrill
‘The human hears with its magic skill,

Glad, that tho sweeter it will be,
‘Where music swells as a summer sea

In the blissful seat ; where the angel sings
1In the radiance cast from sunlit wings.

Sweetest singer on earth thou wert ;
And a namelass charm thy beauty girt—

Pure and lovely, and ever fair—
‘What must thou be 'mid the angels there?

Say shall we gricve, ’tis not our lot
To meet in somo familiar spot ?

Nay, who would grieve, that thy griefs are
o'er
And thou an angel forevermore.

Sweotest singer, may it even be,
‘When called from this carth away, that we

Shall say, asthou said’st ere thou dids™ go
From the loved ones here, ¢*Tis better so?

O

A flood of books about the war is evi-
dently impending. ’

Charles Reade is reported to be hard
at work on his new novel.

‘Wo understand that Prof. J. Thorold
Rogers is engaged in writing a Manual
of 2’olitical Science.

Prof. Vambery has recently published
a pamphlet on the position of Russia in
the East.

Louisa Paro is tho author of the novel
entitled Dorothy Fox.

The death of Dr. Mayo, the distinguish-
ed author of Elements of the Latholoyy of
the Mind, and many other important
contributions to psychological medicino, is
announced.

Jobhn Morley, editor of the Fortnightly

Review, has a new volume of essays in
press.
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TuE result of the deliberations of the Joint
High Commission, having for its object the
pacifiz arrangement of all disputes pending
between England and America, will be looked
for with some anxiety. While the Premier of
Canada occupios a place on the Commission,
we feel assured that the interests of this ooun-
try will be ably sustained, and that no action
will be taken which will either compromise
the welfare or honor of the Dominion. The
policy of keeplng the proceedings secret is
undoubtedly a wise and prudent onc, although
hardly gratifying to the feelings of American
correspondents. These gentlemen, however,
seem (uite equal to the occasion, inasmuch as
their patrons are favored, from time to time,
with elaborate details of the proceedings,
which reports meet of course with all pue
credit.

The absurd story, originated to the effect
that the Amecricans were prepared to settle
the Fishery dispute and the Alabama claims
by purchasing British North America, and
which was telegraphed fromm New York to
London, sevmed certainly, judging from the
display of indignation manifested by the Eng-
lish press, to have been an altegether original
idea, and one not to be entertained for a mo-
ment. The *“Saturday Review > cites this re-
port a3 an evidence of the extravagant expec-
tations of the Americans, and the consequent

* ditficulty of the task that the High Commissien

bas before it. That the roport teiegraphed

. was groundless is however without doubt, and
that the Americans have now come to the con-

clusion that an amicable settlement of the dis-
pute is politic must be inferred from the action
of President Grant in removing Charies Sum-
ner, whose policy hitherto has been incompat-
ible with a peaceful solution of the (uestion,
from the positicn of Chairman of the Commit-
tee of forcign saffairs. Of the motives of the
President and Cabinet in removing Mr. Sum-
ner, we cannot of course be porfectly sure, we
believe, however, that they are in the interest
of peace, and that a ready solution of the
question under consideration will follow the
removal of this able but immoderate states-
man,

Tue marriage of the Princess Lonise to the
Marquis of Lorne, is certainly one of the
leading events of the past month, and one
which, vicwed merely in the light of a matter
of policy, must be regarded as omec of the
‘¢ gigns of the times.” If royal marriages are
%0 ba enacted with the idea of furthering the
interests of the empire, wo think that they
cannot be directed to better advantage than
with the objech of breaking down those bar-
siers which have always existed between roy-
alty and the people, and in rendering more
endearing the ties whiclr bind the populace
and the throne.

No one, looking at the marriage from this
standpoint, but will hasten to endorse this
opinion, and will hail it as one of tho signs of
a broadening liberty o? which the disendow-
ment act and similar political movements are
the plain inevitable forerunners.

Py

ENGLAND AND THE WAR.

The ncutrality of England in the late war is
a sorely vexed question. A clever allegory
eriitled ¢ Dame Europa’s School,” has given a
wide prominence to the discassion. Butthouglh
we admire the work, and readily admit the
charms it wears on every page for the rcader,
yet we aro rather pleased and delighted by its
boldaess, than convinced by any cogency of rea-
son which it contains.

Indeod, that England’s neutrality has been
a wis» one there can be little doubt. If we
were to mecasure her in the balances of a
hundred years ago, she might be weighed and
found wanting; but we are revolutionizing.
«'Po-day is the to-morrow of yesterday;” ours
is a christianizing civilization, and while our
watshword stillis ¢ onward” itis onward in
a batter sense than that in which the Romans
and Greciuns enlurged their empire and multi-
plied their resources. There is no denying
this fact and we advance it even in the face of
tho past war. Men are more peaceablo than
they were ; ond when a nation which has lead
Europe for centuries, advocates such pacific
principles as those which have led England to
preserve a strict neutrality, and have prevented
her from cmbroiling herself in a struggle, which
in fomenting, she would have made the desola-
tion of desolations to the civilization of Europe,

+wo may draw our chairs closo to our pleasant
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fireside and hail it in truth as one of the “Signs
of the Times,”

England may be blamed now for the part
she acled in the late contest, but future ages
will applaud her course. England can stand
on her own basis of greatness unalarmed and
unmindful of the carping of hoary heads who
spent their youth about the time of the battle
of Waterloo, and whe expeet the brute force
of Englishmen to remain unmellified by moral
suasion and unimpressed by a broader Chris-
tianity. Fngland has given force and weight
to all her actions ; and we think she will not
fail in the end to give them to this much ques-
tioned neutrality, which has perhaps not only
prevented a general war, but has curtailed the
length of the recent one and protected Euro-
pean civilization.

CONTEMPORARY PERIODICALS.

ScripxER’s MoxTiny.—Seribner & Co. New
York.

Scribner’s Monthly for April is to hand.
Among the articles that will attract immedi-
ate attention, may be mentioned Mr. Crapsey’s
paper, ““The Anthracite Problem,” presenting
an interesting history of the Pennsylvania coal
troubles. Dr. Holland discusses, on the ‘Topics
of the Time,” ¢ Professional Morality,” ¢ The
Temperance Question and the Press,” and
¢The San Domingo Question.” The illustrated
articles are ¢“Life in the Cannibal Islands” a
curious microscopic disquisition on ‘The Fly;
an account of the recent ‘‘Discovery of Antique
Silver” in Europe, and an article on *“ Children
who Work.” The latter, written by Mis.
Julia A. Holmes, is in some respeets, the most
important article in the present number.
Other attractive contributions ave : ““ A Break-
fast with Alexander Dumas,” by Mr. John
Bigclow, in which is drawn a faithful picture
of the celebrated novelist. A guiet but natural
and suggestive story by Eilice Woodruffe, en-
titled <A Gentleman’s Prerogative;” a thril-
ling sketch of the “Martyr Church of Madaga-
scar ;7 the beautiful closing chapber of Hans
Andersen’s *“ Lucky Peer,” and poems by W.
C. Wilkinson, and others. The ‘“Etchings”
consist of a quaint poem by Martin Douglas,
¢ Dolly Sullivan,” and characteristic designs by
Miss Ledyard. The Editorial Departments
are now ranged under the titles of ¢ Topics of
the Time,” “The Old Cabinet,” ¢*Home and

Society,” *‘Culture and Progress Abroad,”
and “ Culture and Progress at Home.” ¢ The
0O1d Cabinet ” this month contains a satire on
the moanner in which some of our women
lecturers are advertised, and under the head of
¢ Culture and Progress at Home” we find be-
sides the usnal literary reviews, notices of Miss
Kellogg, President McCosh’s lectures, aund of
matters velating to art and science. This
number closes the first volume, and the pub-
lishers promise great attractions for the new
one.

Tie Sox¢ JOoUrRNAL.—G. J. Whitaey & Co.,
Detroit.

The third number of the above Journal is to
hand and is in every respect a commendable
publieation. Treating prineipally upon Music
it contains several articles of merit upon the
#1bject, as also a couple of beautiful picces of
Music with words. 31.09 per year.

. .

Eosucarion oF Tue Prorre.—J. R. Taylor,
London, England.

The above publication is received. Notice
deferred.

Harrer's MoNTHLY
Brothers, New Yorlk.

The April number of the above publieation
is to hand, presenting to the reader its usual
amount of bright and readable articles.

Macazive.—Harpel

ArrLETON’S JoURNAL.—Appleton & Co., New
York.

The several issues of this excellent periodical
since our last notice of the same, have been re-
ceived.

Tue Cavapiax InnustraTED News.—Geo.
E. Desbarats, Montreal. )

The weekly issues of the above received.

THE PHRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL.—New York.
S. R. Wells.

Several numbers of the above publication
are just to hand and will be noticed in our next
issue. ,

“ArTurr’'s HoamE MacaziNe” and ¢CHinp-
REN’S Hour.”—T. S. Arthur & Son, Philadel-
phia.

The April number of these two favorite
magazines, are received.

YWAVERLEY MAGAZINE.—Boston. 1foses A,

Dovw.
The March Nos. of the above excellent lit.

erary weekly are to hand, Notice is deferred.
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TH AMERICAN AGRICULTURIST. —Orange,
Judd & Co.

The April number is on our table.

PrrarsoN’s MacaziNe, —Philadelphia. €.
J. Peterson.

The April number of this Magazine is before
us. Will be noticed in our next.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Correspondents forwarding MSS will bear in
mind that it requires but oNE cEN¥ per ounce
postage; but mus$ contain no letters upon busi-
ness or otherwise. When contributors desire
articles to be returned if not accepted, stamps
for the purpose should accompany them. All
communications tothe elitorial department, or
upon business connected with the Journal to
be addressed, _

FLINT & VAN NORMAXN,
Box 1472, Toronto, Ont.

¢ A. McLachlan,” your *Lyrics” arc re-
ceived with thanks.

“James Lea,” your poem though meritorious
isnot quite adapted to the pages of our Journal.
Let us hear from you again,

“J. G. Manly Jr.,” your article is accepted
with thanks.

¢ C. C. Paris,” your poem is scarcely appro-
priate. Let us hear from you again. A prose
article would be more desirable.

““Jos. Davids,” your article is accepted with
than'ss.

# A “Withered Leaf,” Received.

¢ Canadian. Farmer ” articles are declined
with thanks.

ANNOUNCEMENT.

The publishers of the Canadian Liter-
ary Journal, have great pleasure in an-
nouncing to their thousands of readers
throughout the Dominion, that the new
volume, beginning with July, 1871, will

ve characterized by great alterations and
improvements. Unlooked for success has
attended them in their enterprise in en-
deavouring to establish a thoroughly
original Canadian Magazine, and they feel
assured that such a publication is really
necessary ; and the field being wide, and
their past efforts having met with such
universal approval, they are confident that
their new volume will be nobly sustained
Ly Capadians generally. The stafl of
writers will embrace the ablest native
talent, of which Canada has a large
amount, while noted English authors will
be engaged specially for the Journal,
They are determined to furnish aMagazine
not only creditable to this growing Dom-
nion, but ably vielng with similar foreign
publications, and they have no hesitation
in stating that both talent and energy
are not wanting in Canada to establish a
first-class Blonthly. The combined eflorts
of the publishers will be to the end
of issuing a Journal which will command
unqualitled respect.

The Jowrnal will consist of Sixty-Four
pages monthly, and the articles will be
well diversified. The newly engaged Edi-
tor has been long and favorably known
to both the British and Canadian read-
ing public, and his efforts will continually
be, to ably conduct the Journal and
enhance its int~rests.

A member of our firm will shortly be-
gin a general tour throughout the Dom-
inion in the interests of the Journal.

TABLE OF CONTENTS FOR MARCH, 1871.

The Two Neighbours by Robert Ridgway...193} A Chat About Beds, by Thomas Wray.......207
A Pzﬁc from Canadian History by Jas. A Night of Terrors (Founded on Fact,)
olmes, (Selected) . .ooeeeevieneniarnnnnnenn 197 by Dr. D. Clark. coovvieniniiiininnee. 212
1dyls of the Dominion, No. IV,, ¢ Sugar A Morta! Thes, an Angel Now ! {Peem)
Making,” by A. McLachlan...............202 J. @ danly, Iroc 814
Popular Readings, a paper for Literary Bditorials oo 215
S0cieties. iiiares covviiiie e e 204 [ England and the Warn i 215
An Evening at the Turks Head, No. II. Contemporary Periodicals....ccooovvveeinnn.n . 216

by O

lympus Rumpus....ccooveeeiieeneneenes 206 ' Avnouncement, (Editorial).....ceeriraiiininae 217



COLEMAN & Co.,

IMPORTERS,

PRACTIGAL BATTERS A  BIERR

a=°55 KING ST. EAST, OPP. TORONTO ST.wx

a3 Our aim {s to sell the Best Goods at the Lowest
Remunerative Rates. All Goods Warranted as Repre-
gented. No connection with any other House in the
Dominion.

RIGHEST CASH PRIGE PAID FOR RAW FURS.

HATS

CTMET Aiegy L
f I, ¢,

Ca

y UNFADING
DAY W(MEIEEEI NAIEGEULLNE, BLUE BLACK
NON-CORROSIVE

82 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO.

DEBIGN:

TO PREPARE YOUNG MEN AS BOOK-XEEPERS, CLERKS I
BANS, AND EOR GENERAL BUSINESS.

For terms apply posi-paid, JAMES E. DAY,
AOCOUNTANT.

N. B.—References of the highest character
given when required.

WRITING INK.

Flows from the pen a beautiful, blue-black
fluid, which changes to a permanent, bright
black. The ink does not corrode the pen, and
is not injured by freezing.
Manufactured only be the inventor, R. Ridgway,
Chemist, Toronto, Ont,
RICHARDSON & Co., General Agents,
‘Wellington Chambers, Entrance 12 Melinda St.

T PLAINTS, SOROFULA, BHLIOUSKBSE,
BaAD BREATN, Siok HEAD-AOKE, QOGTIVENESS,
Wtn DISEASES, FiTe, FEVER AND AGUE, &0,
AND I8 THE GREAY BLOOD & STOMA

w—-  BOLD BY ALL MEDIOINE DEALEPS.
WOODRUFF, BRENTLEY & Co., Pamrgicvass, Baoveiisys, Our.

GIRWOOD,
PEOTOERATHER,

No. 6 KING SREET WEST,

TORONTO.

ROV

All kinds of Photographic work executed in
firet-class style and at prices as low a8 is con-
sistent with good work.

The only place in the city where Microscopic
e . .

made,

G. C. PATTERSON

{Late of the Globe Job Department,)

PLAIN AND ORNAMENTAL

OO X

Job Printer,

No. 38 KING STREET EAST,

* TORONTO, Ox,



et . ov— —

Shorthand! Shorthand!

A new, ecasy, and much improved system The art thoroughly and practically
taught by MESSRS. HUMPHREY & SON, Reporters of London, England, and
Toronto. Pupils at a distance, by correspondence. City residents, in ten lessons.
at ow studio, Room 8, Mechanics’ Institute; or “oUr sSYSTEM,” in manuscript, with
every explanation, will be sent, on receipt of £2, by return mail. Address, Box
300, P.0., Toronto.

More than 3,000 Pages a Year.

o

LITTELL'S LIVING AGE

Being published in weekly numbers of sixty-four pages each, gives to its readers
more than three thousand double-column octavo pages a year of the most valuable,
instractive and entertaining reading of the day. ¢ History, biography, fiction,
poetry, wit, science, politics, criticism, art,—what is not here?”  Itis theonly
compilation that presents with a satisfactory completencss as well as freshness, the
best literature of the almost innumerable and generally inaccessible European
quarterlies, monthlies and weeklies,—a literature embracing the productions of the
ablest and most cultured writers living. It is therefore indispensable to every one
who desires a ¢ thorough compendium of all that is admirable and noteworthy in
the literary world,” who has a taste for the best literature, or desires to keep pace
with the intellectual progress of the age.

Considering the quantity of reading matter furnished, the subscription price,
(88.00 a year) is very cheap ; but for those who desire the cream of both home and
foreign literature, a still cLeaper offer is made, of which the lovers of the best
literature, will avail themselves in great numbers: viz., for $10.00 remitted to the
publishers of Living Age, they will send that magazine weekly, and either one of
the following, for a year, ‘“Harper’s Monthly,” ¢ Weekly,” or “Bazaar,” *“The
Atlantic Monthly,” ¢ The Galaxy,” “Old and New,” ¢ Lippincott’s Monthly,” or
4 Appleton’s Journal ” (weekly) ; or for §8.50, they will send Z%e Living Age and
«The Riverside Magazine ” or “ Our Young Folks,” for a year.

The Living Age is pronounced by Rev. Heary Ward Beecher, The Nation, New
York, and other high critical authority to be ¢ the best of all our eclectic publica-
tions,” and we can do our readers no better service than by calling their careful at-
tent,ion toit. Pusrisgep BY LITTELL & GAY, Bostox.

M. SEHEWATN,

WHOLESALE IMPORTER OF

Bookg, Siaticncey asnd Fency Coods,

All new Miscellaneous Bonks received as soon as issued, and have always in stock a full
sapply of all leading lines of Bools, such as

Bibles, Prayers, Testaments, Medical, Text and Practice Books, Music Books, &c.
Stativnery and Fancy Goods of all kinds, National School and College Text Book Depot,

1, 8 and 8 St. Lawrence Arcade, Toronto.
Rabisher of Orr's Dominicon Accountant and O¢py Lines.




W H. CORNELL,

WaAdCH

TORONTO,

THE RUSSELL WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH
THEI RUSSELL WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH

CPHE RUSSELL WATCH

THE RUSSKLL WATCH
THE RUSSELL-WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH
THE RUSSELL WATCH

W. L.

Hunting-cased, full-

jewelled Lever Wateh, }Eg *ﬁ Q

in silver cases,
£18.00.

English Patent (‘ap- CLOCKS,
JEWELLERY,
BLECTRO-PLATE.
THE LARGEST wToCH X TS O

pep, Jewelled, Siiver
Hunter,

230.00.

Ditto, Extra Iine

Quality, BOUGHT, SOLD, EXCHANGED,

840 tos60.

Besutitul Keyless Vo, 83 KTNG ST0 FAST

Watches ; all  styles,
prices and sizes ; im-
proved adjustments.

1A PO

ONTARIO.

TIADMONII™

TONONTO,

THE PENST & CHEAPEST
THE BEST & CHEAPEST
THE BEST & CHEAPEST
THE BEST & CHEAPEST
THIL BENT & CHEAPEST
THE BENT & CHEAPEST
THE BEST & CHEAPEST
THE BEST & CHEAPEST
THL BEST & CIiITENPEST
THE BEST & CHEAPENT
THE BENT & CHEAPENT
THIE BENT & CHEATEST

”OR\HIJ,

EMPORTFER QF THE

8] - gy Iy wq;
goll Walbtexn,
83 KING STREET EAST

Gold Cases, 1S K.,
Lever Movements,
Ladies” Nize.

823 Lo ~80. -

Faten Quality Hunt-
ing Levers, heavy
Cises,

S0 Lo =G0,

EFoglish Patent Lev-
ers, Jewelled, Capped,
hunting cases, fineextaa,

S80 to R125,

Gents”  Fine  Gold
Hunter, Capped, Jewel-
elted, Chronometer
Wlance, Perfected
Watches,

Accurate timekeepers. | We E. CORNEILL. 100 to 2300,



